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Continuing its journey through space, the Moon Base enters an unknown 
area of invisible radiation, transforming the Alpha personnel into super 
psychics capable of fulfilling their every wish merely by thought. Koenig 
decides to investigate the roots of this potentially dangerous situation — but 
with disastrous results. 


While he recovers from his mind-shattering experience, the Moon receives 
some unexpected and welcome visitors. Aboard what seems to be a 
Superswift from Earth are longlost friends and relations who the Alphans 
believed they would never live to see again. But only Koenig sees the truth 
— the visitation is nothing but a mass hallucination disguising the terrifying 
invasion of jelly-like aliens — and somehow he must find a way to alert the 
others before it is too late... 
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The air had grown icy. It was so cold now that it numbed her fingers and 
she found difficulty breathing it in. She turned round helplessly, convinced 
that some creature had crept stealthily behind her and was about to attack. 
But the Store was empty. It was silent and cold and empty. Only the 
faceless, clinical jars stared back at her from their neat and orderly rows. 


She spied her laser gun. It lay on the balance table where she had stupidly 
left it. She staggered forward to retrieve it. All her strength seemed to have 
deserted her. She reached out her hand towards the gun and felt a sudden 
stab of pain as a second, heavy jar fell. It landed on her fingers, crushing 
them. 


In terror, she watched the amber glass shatter. She watched the white mass 
of crystals inside burst all over her hand. She tried to scream in pain as the 
crystal entered her ruptured skin and hurt. It hurt like nothing else had hurt 
her before... 
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PART ONE 


‘Star Spectre’ 


CHAPTER ONE 


The great, million-mile Space Amoeba quivered and shook with celestial 
rage. 

Its mighty, cosmic protoplasm flowed and pulsed wrathfully within its 
ageless boundaries. It had never before contemplated the unthinkable 
thought of death — that one impossible day it might cease to exist forever 
and its stupendous bulk return to the space highways from which it had 
plundered. 

The thought of death made it feel almost demented with hatred and 
bitterness. For millennia it had scoured the universe swallowing stars, 
absorbing whole civilizations, obtaining its energies directly from the fiery 
furnaces of the trillion suns. It had streamed contentedly about in space, 
gobbling up everything in its path with its huge, million-mile pseudopodic 
embrace. 

But during the past billion light years or so, the Space Amoeba had been 
forced to observe that its existence was not without limit — that there had to 
be an irrevocable end to its mindless, delinquent existence. At first it had 
resolved to be more scheming and thoughtful. It contrived ways of repairing 
its aged mass and converting itself back to its state of youthful avarice. But 
no creature, however large or small, however cunning, can permanently 
turn back the clock. Its power began to wane. Its improbable, gossamer 
body began to shrink. It grew weaker and was less able to swallow the 
energy-providing suns. 

Now it was not even able to swallow. It had only the ability to die. 

In its death throes, it was bitter. 

Blindly, desperately, it still sought to live. 

In its senile madness it denied the fact of death, and searched only for 
more of the raw power it needed to restore itself to its former glory... 


A cold, clammy presence swept through the Moon Base Chemical Stores. 
The sudden chill was sufficiently noticeable to cause Sally Martin, one of 
the Medical Centre Technicians, to drop a spatula full of an acidic chemical 


which she was in the process of weighing out. 

The chrome implement clattered noisily to the floor. A shower of white 
crystals fell messily over the balance pan, and she scowled in annoyance. 
This was the second time in the last ten minutes she had done something 
stupid — and the second time she had felt the funny, shivery feeling. 

Annoyed and puzzled, she got up from her seat in front of the electric 
balance and gazed apprehensively about at the silent shelves. The shelves 
were packed with jars of chemicals and bulky packets of laboratory 
equipment. They looked perfectly normal and ordinary. The store needed 
dusting, she conceded — another of the endless tasks she couldn’t bring 
herself to tackle just recently — but apart from the dust and the jars there 
was nothing else present in the small room beside herself. Nothing, that is, 
except for the intense silence, and the sudden chill. 

‘Strange, I could have sworn that...” she began, but stopped, frightened 
by the sudden loudness of her own voice. She shivered and tried to push the 
eerie thought she had to the back of her mind, unvoiced. What she had 
meant to say was that she thought the intruding presence she had felt enter 
the Store had been Carolyn Powell — the new girlfriend of her recent ex- 
boyfriend. But the idea was too preposterous to consider. Carolyn would 
have faced her openly, not skulked furtively about in the dingy banks of 
shelves of the Chemical Store. 

She shook herself again and returned to her work. As calmly as she could 
she took up a balance brush and began brushing the tiny white crystals of 
chemical off the pan. As she worked, she found herself thinking of Mark 
Sanders and the uncertain future she faced working for Doctor Helena 
Russell in the Medical Centre. 

Sally was a young, newly-trained Medical Technician. When she joined 
the Moon Base she had only been fifteen years old — one of the youngest 
members of the Alphan team. At the time she had been on holiday from 
school, visiting her Uncle Albert who worked in the Maintenance Section. 
The Moon had been blown out of its orbit by the force of the exploding 
nuclear waste dumps thoughtlessly buried on its far side. She had found 
herself trapped on a runaway planetoid, hurtling through space at thousands 
of kilometres an hour. 

To begin with, she had been slow adapting to the new life, but when she 
had grown used to it, discovered that she had quite liked it. She had worked 


her way up from Stores’ Assistant to Laboratory Assistant, and then to her 
present job as a Technician. She had done well. Then, not long ago, she had 
met Mark. 

It had been a short and disasterous affair — the kind that two 
temperamental people usually make when they decide to get together — and 
her work had been the first to suffer. After Mark had ditched her, she had 
found that she could scarcely bring herself to do any work at all. Everything 
she had to do was just too much effort. Her relationship with Doctor Russell 
and the other Medical staff had deteriorated. She had been warned, finally, 
to pull her socks up... or else. 

The balance pan was clean again. Sulkily, for she was still not able to 
accept the responsibility for what had occurred, she placed the weighing 
scoop back on the pan and recommenced her weighing procedure. She 
measured out the last of the chemical. 

Her present task seemed the most tedious of all. The purpose of weighing 
was to discover and record how much of the chemical remained in the jar. 
Many of the chemical compounds in the stores were dangerous, and a 
careful check had to be kept on their usage. ‘Muggins’, as she referred to 
herself in this instance, had the job of checking the weight in every single 
one of the jars she saw about her. 

‘Three point two five grammes, and Doctor Russell is a cold-hearted 
witch’, she spoke into her note book, reading off the illuminated display 
panel. 

Instantly, she stabbed at the tape button and erased her last remark. She 
wasn’t even able to express her feelings to the world, she thought angrily to 
herself. She was about to switch the tape back on again when the cold, 
ghostly feeling abruptly returned. 

Its sharpness made her draw in her breath, but this time she was too 
petrified by it to move. She could only sit stock still, listening paranoically 
for the slightest sound. It was not just a distinctive temperature drop; she 
could have explained that away quite easily on the wonky ventilation 
systems. It was more of an unnatural chilliness, combined with the mental 
certainty that some malign force had entered the Store and intended her no 
good. 

‘Go away...’ she pleaded at last. ‘Please...’ 


By way of reply, a jar tipped over on its side on a high shelf above the 
balance. It made a loud bang that caused her heart to thump wildly. She 
knew intuitively that no accidental force could have tipped it over. Too 
frozen to move, she heard the sound of the jar rolling along the metal shelf 
towards the edge. At the last moment, she tore herself out of her paralysis 
and looked up. 

The jar was a heavy three kilogrammes. It appeared suddenly, directly 
above her head, and fell soundlessly towards her. 

She screamed and dived from the seat. The jar struck the spot where, a 
split second before, her body had been. It smacked against the seat and 
bounced harmlessly off to the floor, shattering with a loud crash. 

‘Go away... Go away...!’ she whimpered. ‘Leave me alone...’ She picked 
herself up from the floor and stumbled towards the door. Sobbing with 
fright, she pulled out her comlock and aimed it at the doors. She pressed the 
‘door open’ button, but they would not respond. 

The air had grown icy. It was so cold now that it numbed her fingers and 
she found difficulty breathing it in. She turned round helplessly, convinced 
that some creature had crept stealthily behind her and was about to attack. 
But the Store was empty. It was silent and cold and empty. Only the 
faceless, clinical jars stared back at her from their neat and orderly rows. 

She spied her laser gun. It lay on the balance table where she had stupidly 
left it. She staggered forward to retrieve it. All her strength seemed to have 
deserted her. She reached out her hand toward the gun and felt a sudden 
stab of pain as a second, heavy jar fell. It landed on her fingers, crushing 
them. 

In terror, she watched the amber glass shatter. She watched the white 
mass of crystals inside burst out over her hand. She tried to scream in pain 
as the crystal entered her ruptured skin and hurt. It hurt like nothing else 
had hurt her before. 


Inside his private quarters, Commander John Koenig tossed and turned 
fitfully in his sleep. Three hours ago he had given over his Command to 
Security Chief, Tony Verdeschi and escaped to obtain much-needed rest. 
Although his mind was now far away from the serious problems facing the 


Moon Base, that did not in any way negate them. They were still there, and 
becoming hourly more difficult to escape from. 

After its encounter with the Space Cloud, and with the helllish creature 
that the cloud had spawned — the fearsome hybrid that had almost 
succeeded in its insane mission to steal the life-giving Alphan Power Core — 
the Moon Base was desperately short of energy. They were in frantic need 
of Tiranium, the rare element that kept their buildings warm enough to live 
in, their air fresh enough to breathe, their armoury working well enough to 
defend themselves. When the reptilian robot had finally been overcome, the 
Moon Base had been left with only hours to go before it would cease to 
function... and before all aboard it perish from cold and asphyxiation. By 
working round the clock the Alphan miners had managed to break open a 
minute seam of the element in the low-level workings deep beneath the 
lunar surface. Tons of worthless rock had been crushed and sorted before 
instruments had detected a few milli-grammes of the precious material. In 
the workings that the Moon Men had previously made, the element had 
become scarcer as the years rolled by, and only traces were to be found. So 
powerful was Tiranium though, that a trace was sufficient to buy the 
Alphans time. Their scientists had set-to replenishing the Central Power 
Core. The Moon Base now had a few days at its disposal, instead of a few 
hours. When Koenig finally tumbled into bed, leaving the exhausted mining 
team to continue their work, the energy situation was less critical. But to 
solve it they would have either to strike a lucky seam, or else encounter a 
solar system with planets which contained Tiranium. 

To increase worries still further, a spate of accidents, minor disturbances, 
and plain, petty, niggling irritations seemed to have descended on the 
Alphan population. In the circumstances, the _ irritations were 
understandable, but they were disturbingly frequent. 

Koenig writhed and twisted on his bed as though in pain. He turned his 
head back and forth on his pillow in anguish, his face heavy with sweat, his 
skin pallid and drawn. 

He felt as though he were dreaming, yet he knew he was awake, in a light 
sleep. Despairingly he wished he were dreaming, so that he could escape 
the helpless, paralyzed state he was in. He wished he could fight off the 
accusing, ghostly faces and voices from the past that comered and 
tormented him. 


“You killed me, John Koenig. You left me to die...” Above him, in the 
darkness, the face of a sweet, dark-haired girl stared down at him. She was 
no more than a child. She looked as innocent and smiled radiantly — but 
there was a sinister vengeful malice behind her mask of youth. It accused 
him. It cursed him. 

‘No... no...!’ Koenig moaned in horror. ‘No, I... you’ve got it wrong... I... 

A violent shaking started up inside his body. It quickly grew stronger. In 
mortal terror, he thought that it was the ghosts who were trying to claim 
him. He was about to scream when he realized, mercifully, that he was 
waking up. The bright outlines of his quarters were asserting themselves on 
the faces and banishing them away. 

Helena Russell was bending over him. She had turned on the lights and 
she was shaking him. 

‘John... John... wake up... It’s me, Helena...’ 

Years of training had instilled sharp reflexes inside him and he shrugged 
off the last shreds of the nightmare and swung out of bed, instantly awake. 
His face still looked pale and he felt faint. He noticed Helena’s alarmed 
expression, and asked, ‘What is it?’ 

‘I’ve been trying to get you on the monitor, but you didn’t respond,’ she 
explained, almost wailing, and he could tell now that something was 
seriously wrong. ‘It’s... well, you’d better see for yourself... in the Chemical 
Stores...’ 

Grimly, he undraped his tunic from his bedside armchair, and pulled it 
over the clothes he wore for sleeping in. Without comment, he ran with her 
out of the room and along the corridor. 


’ 


The shelves and benches in the Chemical Store had been brought down and 
upturmmed as though by a giant’s hand. Bottles and packets had smashed and 
burst over the floor, their contents reacting and bubbling stickily and 
emitting flashes of light and pungent wreaths of smoke. In the midst of the 
shocking scene lay the still, partially-eaten body of the Technician. 

Sally Martin’s skin was a deathly white and her clothes had been reduced 
to tatters by the volatile acids. Severe blisters scarred her face and arms. 
She had died a horrifying death. 


‘My God!’ Koenig exclaimed, shaken up by the grisly scene. ‘What kind 
of force did that to her?’ 

Helena stood behind him, speechless with shock and grief. She had 
already seen the body once and she had no desire to see it again. She knew 
that she must, though. Dealing with the dead was one of the least likeable 
sides of her job as Chief Medic. This particularly nasty case was 
compounded.by the fact that she had known Sally personally and had had 
high hopes for her. Sally had been like a daughter. The shock of fear and 
dread that she knew Koenig and the Security Chief, Tony Verdeschi, felt, 
hadn’t yet hit her. At the present she could feel only grief. 

‘Whatever kind it was,’ a horrified Verdeschi said, as he stooped among 
the debris and examined a jagged tear in the metal wall of the Store, ‘it was 
the kind that did this.’ He ran his fingers over the sharp edges of the tear. 
The tear was about the size of a human and the metal had been parted like a 
curtain and torn back. Whatever had killed Sally had entered through the 
wall from the corridor outside. 

Koenig shook his head. Grim-faced, he stepped over the inert body of the 
girl and examined the rupture. ‘Laser beam?’ he asked the Italian. 

Verdeschi shook his head. ‘Negative. A laser cuts smooth, not jagged. 
This was ripped.’ 

‘Have you checked perimeter defences?’ the Commander asked. He 
glanced nervously around him at the chaotic mess, as though half expecting 
to be set upon. 

‘I checked. Nothing broke into the base... or left.’ 

Koenig scowled. ‘Something came in — and it may still be here.’ He rose 
to his feet and stood motionlessly for a moment, considering the 
implications. 

Verdeschi and Helena looked at him for a lead. The double shock to his 
system — firstly, the rude awakening from sleep and the nightmares, and 
now Sally’s brutal murder — began to have its effect, and he was unable to 
think clearly. He turned irritably to Helena. ‘So what killed her? You’re the 
doctor — you must have some idea.’ 

Helena winced. On any other occasion she would have been surprised 
and hurt by his brusqueness, but she was still trying to orientate herself and 
collect her thoughts together. ‘I’m sorry, John,’ she said distantly. ‘Not at 
this stage... I’ll need to conduct a full autopsy.’ 


‘Conduct it!’ Koenig told her, almost savagely. Part of him told him that 
his personnel needed treating roughly. They were too overcome by the 
incident. He turned to Verdeschi. ‘I want a complete dossier on the girl. Let 
me know when you’re ready. Do I have to spell everything out?’ 

Verdeschi looked taken back. ‘I just thought I’d better let you know...’ 

‘Know what?’ Koenig cut him off. ‘You know nothing. We’ll talk when 
you’ve some facts to discuss.’ 

“Very good... Commander,’ the other snapped angrily. He stared 
querulously at Helena as Koenig departed quickly from the room, his jaw 
still set to steel himself against the horror on the floor. 

Koenig’s roughness had worked. 

“What’s chewing on his nerve-ends?’ Verdeschi asked sourly. Helena 
shook her head. She didn’t seem helpless any mare. Her characteristic look 
of concern had returned — concern, and a harder, practical manner. 

She pulled out her comlock and requested the presence of two of her 
orderlies to help her carry away the body. ‘I don’t know,’ she said to 
Verdeschi when she had finished. She looked thoughtful, remembering how 
difficult it had been to rouse the Commander. 


Koenig strode airily into the Command Centre. He didn’t want to come 
down hard on people, but sometimes people needed to be shook up a little. 

He glanced cursorily at the busy consoles and the Computer Operators 
who sat dutifully behind them. There was a tense-. ness in the Centre 
caused by the general knowledge of the Moon Base’s dire predicament 
regarding energy. 

Koenig headed towards his Command Chair in front of the Big Screen, 
then spotted Maya’s puzzled face and changed direction. ‘Still getting 
malfunctions?’ he asked her as he came over. 

The Psychon woman gazed studiously at her controls, as though not 
hearing his question. The frown on her brow crinkled all the more. It wasn’t 
a frown of perplexion. It was the frown of someone who knows she can 
work out all the answers but time is going to have to be expended doing so. 
At last she looked up, her computer-like mind working rapidly behind her 
attractive brown eyes. ‘Minor bugs, John,’ she told him. ‘false signals... 
“ghosts”.’ 


Koenig slammed his hand down on her console top in irritation. ‘Damn 
the “ghosts”. I’ve had my fair share...’ he began, but then thought better of 
it. The computers had been playing up for several hours, and no-one could 
fix them. It was as though they were suffering from a fluctuation in power 
levels, but the current that was being fed to them was consistent and as 
strong as they needed. He couldn’t understand it. ‘First people... now the 
machines,’ he said. ‘Just get rid of those bugs, OK?’ 

He was about to make his way once more towards his own console when 
Sandra Benes, one of the Operatives, called out to him. Her console was 
adjacent to Maya’s. ‘Commander? I think I may have found the problem.’ 

She was bent over her readings, deeply engrossed. Koenig sighed with 
relief. ‘At least someone’s found something,’ he said. He came and peered 
over her shoulder at the madly flashing lights and needles. Sahn stabbed at 
a button, and the Big Screen lit up. On it appeared a sea of brilliant stars too 
dense to count. 

All eyes were riveted for a moment on the picture of empty space. Sandra 
herself looked distressed. “That’s funny...’ She looked down at her console 
again. ‘As far as I can tell, we seem to be in some kind of a gaseous zone.’ 

Koenig contained his impatience. After all, her readings might be correct. 
Just because a ‘Something’ existed out there in Space didn’t mean to say it 
was Visible to the human eye. 

Sandra told Maya her readings and the Psychon soon began picking them 
up herself. Maya’s frown disappeared and she looked more optimistic. 
‘That would account for why I couldn’t pick them up before,’ she spoke 
aloud as sudden knowledge seemed to dawn on her. She looked back at the 
Big Screen, then at Koenig, who was watching her with renewed interest. 
‘We appear to be surrounded with electrically charged particles of some 
kind,’ she said. She looked back at her console and moved certain controls. 
Lightening calculations took place in her head. ‘It’s the electricity that’s 
affecting the sensors. What we’re looking at is affecting the instruments 
we’re looking with.’ 

“Yes, but what are we looking at?’ Koenig stared blankly at the endless 
stars on the Big Screen. He realized that the answer to his question was still 
unknown. He turned back to Maya. ‘Assessment of danger?’ 

The Psychon shrugged. ‘I assume we’ll keep on getting the malfunctions 
as we pass through this... whatever it is. We’ll pass out the other side and 


things will go back to normal...’ She studied her controls again. “There’s no 
way yet of telling how big the field of particles is.’ 

“You assume?’ Koenig barked. He knew that he had no cause to get at 
Maya, but he couldn’t shake off his mood. 

Maya ignored his rough manner. She indicated the oscilloscope on her 
console instead, forcing Koenig’s unwilling attention to it. The green, 
phosphorescent tube showed a series of white dots pulsing across. The dots 
followed a complex up-and-down pattern. ‘The electrical charge is pulsing 
on a fairly low level,’ Maya told him. ‘It’s too slight to harm anyone.’ 

‘Another assumption?’ Koenig countered coldly. 

As well as her phenomenal mathematical abilities, Maya was renowned 
for her coolness and presence of mind. It took a lot to ruffle her. But she 
was unused to being dealt with in so insensitive a fashion by Koenig. ‘I can 
only go by the instruments, John,’ she retorted. She looked searchingly at 
him. ‘I assume they are less fallible in their read-outs than humans.’ 

“Yes,” Koenig snapped back at her. ‘They are less fallible.” His jaw 
tightened. ‘But in this instance, the human element doesn’t have an option 
to prove itself.’ 

As though from a great distance, he heard himself announcing the news 
of Sally Martin’s death. He watched the shocked faces behind the consoles 
mouthing their exclamations of dismay. 


CHAPTER TWO 


Mentally, Harry Garth was an average man. Physically, he was a giant. He 
had a large, ruddy face and a brown, hairy beard that stuck out wildly all 
around his face. He was scrupulously clean, but he always managed to keep 
an unkempt appearance, perhaps because he preferred it that way. Because 
of his tendency to flare up when things weren’t going his way, most 
Alphans kept out of his way. But he had an appealing, conspiratorial 
manner about him that attracted some fatalistic people. To these few Harry 
Garth couldn’t put a foot wrong. The strong, rough and ready personality he 
cultivated, mixed with redeeming amounts of roguish charm and cunning, 
held them spell-bound. It did more than that. It captivated their less- 
effective minds and as a result he was surrounded by these few ‘cronies’ 
and henchmen. 

For all his strength of mind, Harry Garth had a set of weaknesses that, 
since time immemorial, had brought many a stronger man than he, even, 
crashing to their doom. He loved women. He loved drink. And he loved to 
play dice. 

Off-duty, he and a number of other Alphans were relaxing in the large 
lounge in the Recreation Centre. They were fresh up from their shifts in the 
mines and had another shift to go before their overworked bodies would be 
able to stretch out and gain a few miserly hours of sleep. Harry Garth and 
Carl Renton, a skinny, bespectacled youth normally too nervous to open his 
mouth, were playing Harry’s favourite game. On the table in front of them 
was a large pile of assorted postage stamps and match-boxes — parts of the 
collections belonging to the two men, acquired from their earlier days on 
Earth. Round the low table was an interested collection of men and women 
who were watching the play. 

Harry Garth wore a scowl of bad temper. 

Carl Renton looked more than usually unhappy. In front of him was a 
large pile of Garth’s rare match-boxes, as well as most of his own stamp 
collection. He was physically trembling with dismay as he watched Garth 


shaking the dice... dismay at winning. His acutely sensitive nervous system 
told him that his large playmate was near to exploding point. 

‘Beat that!’ Garth growled, throwing the dice across the table-top 
aggressively. The dice tumbled on the smooth surface and all heads craned 
intently forward to see what had been thrown. 

A six and a five. 

Renton gulped, knowing that he would beat it. For some weird reason, he 
didn’t seem able to throw a hand lower than double six... yet he had never 
before won a game in his life, and was usually bullied into playing. As 
though to increase his misery, he felt a deep down well of satisfaction at the 
thought of his success. He tried desperately not to let it show on his face, 
knowing that if Garth caught even a trace of his real feelings, his miserable 
life wouldn’t be worth living. 

Trembling uncontrollably, his long, bony fingers picked up the dice and 
pressed them inside the shaker. Garth glared challengingly at him and the 
onlookers wore deadly silent masks of apprehension. 

With a shake that was scarcely detectable from the mass of shakes that 
convulsed him, the reluctant Renton threw his dice. He tossed them away 
from him as though they were untouchable lumps of excrement and averted 
his eyes from the tell-tale black spots. 

A low, rumbling growl escaped Garth’s lips and the on lookers gasped. 
Almost whimpering, Renton realized without looking that the worst had 
come true. 

“You did it again!’ Garth shouted, wrathfully. He heaved his heavy bulk 
out of his seat, tipping the table and all their stakes on the floor. 

Renton got to his feet, a mumbling, jangling wreck, and backed away as 
Garth bore down on him. ‘J... Just luck, Harry. Let’s call it a day...’ he said, 
gulping. 

Garth brought up a ham-sized hand and squeezed Renton’s shoulder 
painfully. ‘Siddown!’ he roared. 

Renton sat. 

In front of him he was aware of the big man’s red face. Garth was 
crouching down, staring at him with bulging, bloodshot eyes and 
smothering him with rancid breath. 

“That makes seventeen games, Carl...’ he said threateningly. 

‘Just a lucky streak...’ Renton gasped. ‘I c-can’t understand it...’ 


Pacified slightly by the submissive condition of the unfortunate man, a 
glint of reasoning returned to Garth’s eyes. He let go of Renton’s shoulder, 
but he kept his gaze on him. ‘This is a game of chance, right?’ he growled. 

Renton nodded rapidly, hoping thdt the large miner would be swayed by 
agreeableness and leave him alone. 

‘Like, I win some, you win some?’ Garth continued ominously as his 
meaning was beginning to sink in. ‘Only mostly I win, on account of I’m a 
lucky gambler. How come I never win any more, Carl?’ 

Renton shrugged desperately. ‘I-I’?d just as soon stop right now,’ he 
pleaded in a small voice. ‘You can have all the winnings... due back on my 
shift soon...’ 

The unkempt giant shook his head and roared. ‘Oh no! I want to know 
about this lucky streak of yours... I want to see how long it goes on.’ 

‘Harry, please...” Renton blurted out. A tear began to trickle down his 
anguished face, but either Garth was too mad to care or he was too mad to 
notice. 

‘Roll ’em!’ he demanded menacingly. He reached out long arms and 
collected the dice and the shaker off the floor. He pressed them firmly in 
Renton’s hands. Then he righted the table and yanked the skinny miner 
back on his feet. 

Renton lurched towards the table as though he were going to be sick and 
sat back down in the chair. Garth stood behind him and watched over his 
shoulder. He glared suspiciously at Renton’s hands, watching the thrower’s 
every move. 

Gulping uncontrollably, Renton threw the dice. As he threw, that wishful 
something — the part of Renton that longed to triumph over other men but 
which had been imprisoned tim. idly inside him for as long as he could 
remember — bubbled up and, he felt, guided the throw for him. He was 
unable to prevent the feeling spreading to his face, and his features cracked 
in an insane grin of delight. 

Garth sensed the brief grin, and he noted the way the dice had fallen. 

He exploded. “That does it, you crumb!’ 

He reached down and hauled Renton back on his feet. He shook him 
furiously, violently shrugging off the efforts of the other miners to break the 
scuffle up: 


“That really does it!’ he howled, enraged. Renton was gibbering. He 
dragged him over to the wall and began banging him against it with an 
insane determination. 

Verdeschi, wearing a grim expression on his face, burst into the lounge. 
The noise of the body being hammered against the wall had caught his 
attention. He took in the scene — the disarrayed gaming table and the crowd 
of shouting miners — and marched angrily over. He broke his way through 
them and grabbed at one of Garth’s heaving shoulders. 

‘Break it up!’ he yelled harshly at him. 

‘Get lost, Verdeschi!’ Garth yelled back, and mercilessly continued his 
unwarranted attack on Renton. 

Verdeschi, himself no saint so far as his temper was concerned, increased 
his pressure on the giant’s shoulder until he held it in a painful, vice-like 
grip. 

Garth spun round, his face mad with wrath, and launched himself at the 
Italian. He aimed a massive blow with his fist, which, if it had found its 
mark would have put Verdeschi out cold for several hours. But Verdeschi 
side-stepped, and aimed two short, chopping blows at Garth’s straining 
biceps. The big miner yelled like a child and clutched his arm. The stinging 
pain brought him back to his senses and he backed respectfully away from 
Verdeschi. 

“What’s all the noise about?’ Verdeschi asked him angrily. 

‘My losing eighteen games in a row!’ Garth yelled at him, rubbing his 
muscles. ‘That’s what it’s about!’ 

Renton climbed slowly to his feet from where he had fallen when Garth 
had let go of him. He looked sheet-white, and as if he now really did need 
to be sick. Verdeschi’s presence reassured him, however. ‘Not my fault...’ 
he gasped. ‘I wasn’t cheating, if that’s what he means.’ He shook his head 
and burst into tears. ‘I-I don’t seem able to lose... something’s gone 
wrong...’ He brought his hand up to his forehead and began pressing his 
head, as though there were some inexplicable demon inside him that needed 
to be ousted. 

Verdeschi shook his head, baffled at the sheer stupidity of their argument. 
His anger was quelled by Renton’s obvious distress, and he led the 
unfortunate miner over to the couch and sat him down. ‘You’d better stay 
out of games of chance,’ he told him. ‘You seem to be too lucky for your 


own good.’ He turned to Garth, and addressed him more forcibly. ‘Now you 
get lost, Garth. If you can’t take losing — don’t play.’ 

Garth grumbled. Giving them both a parting glare, he shambled 
ungraciously out of the room. 

Verdeschi gazed after him. He scratched his head and shook it. It was the 
Moon Base that was going horribly ‘wrong’. First Sally Martin. Now, a 
serious case of personnel trouble; and these two incidents on top of a spate 
of other minor ones. He pursed his lips and turned to face the Alphans who 
were supposed to be relaxing. 

Carolyn Powell, a dark, intense woman was among them. She was not 
conventionally beautiful, as the late Sally Martin was, he thought, but she 
was curiously attractive in her own way. She had a kind of smouldering 
sensuality. Next to her was Mark Sanders, a tall, handsome man, vain and 
basically weak-charactered despite his masculine good looks. He and 
Carolyn were the only two in the room who were seated. They were sitting 
together on one of the divan seats. Sanders was holding the woman in such 
a way as to indicate that they had been communicating intimacies to one 
another. Their love game had been arrested by the disturbance, and now 
they were both looking towards Verdeschi. 

The Security Chief strode over. He smiled grimly. ‘Sorry to interrupt,’ he 
said. 

‘Hi, Tony,’ Sanders greeted him cheerfully. ‘Good job you came in just 
then. What can we do for you?’ 

Verdeschi’s smile vanished, and he looked upset. ‘I hate to lay it on you 
this way,’ he said to him. ‘I came to tell you that... Sally Martin is dead...’ 

There was a stunned silence from Sanders. He let go of Carolyn and rose 
to his feet. 

‘Sally... dead?’ he asked, dazed. 

The silence in the room increased as the other Alphans heard the news. 

On the low seat that Sanders had vacated, Carolyn Powell pretended to 
be upset. She lowered her face in her hands. ‘Oh, no...’ she said. She looked 
unconvincingly up at Verdeschi, and for a moment, Verdeschi found himself 
damning her. 

“We’d heard there’d been some kind of an accident...’ she said. ‘But no- 
one could tell us the story...’ 


‘No-one knows the full story — yet,’ Verdeschi told her. He turned to 
Sanders, who was genuinely grieved. “The Commander would like to ask 
you both a few questions. Maybe you can help us come up with some 
answers to this.’ 

Sanders nodded looking as though he had been stricken. ‘Sure... 
anything...’ 

‘How did she die, Mr Verdeschi...?’ Carolyn asked from where she still 
Sat. 

‘Come on... you’ll see,’ Verdeschi said. He gestured for her to follow 
them. He led the way through the stupified assembly and out into the 
corridor. 

He took them to the Medical Centre where Helena was performing her 
autopsy on the body of the Technician. Koenig was with her, impatiently 
waiting for Verdeschi to arrive. 

‘... no cuts, no bruises, no blast burns. No sign that any weapon was 
used,’ Helena was telling him as Verdeschi entered. He had left Sanders and 
the woman outside. He watched the doctor pulling off her gloves. ‘But her 
body was shattered...’ she continued, staring at Verdeschi. 

‘Cause?’ Koenig asked her, still as brusque as he had been since she had 
woken him. 

‘As near as I can determine — a force.’ 

Maya was standing out of Verdeschi’s line of sight. He heard her voice. 
‘A human force, Helena...?’ she asked. 

Helena hesitated, her attention taken by the Italian. 

‘I have Mark Sanders and Carolyn Powell outside,’ Verdeschi announced 
when he had captured their attention. 

Koenig nodded appreciatively. ‘One at a time,’ he instructed. ‘Sanders 
first.’ 

Verdeschi disappeared and re-emerged a moment later with Sanders. 

As he entered, Helena excused herself. ‘John... if you don’t need me, I’d 
like to check these findings with the lab,’ she said. 

Koenig nodded consent, and she walked away. He eyed Sanders. ‘Sit 
down, Mark.’ 

Sanders looked at him nervously. Despite his mourning, he held his 
hands awkwardly behind his back. ‘If you don’t mind, sir, I’d rather stand,’ 
he said. ‘I’m pretty shook over what’s happened.’ 


‘All of us are,’ Koenig told him levelly. As he spoke he searched 
Sanders’ eyes. 

“Whatever I can do to help...’ Sanders began, uncertainly. 

“You and Sally were pretty friendly,’ Koenig cut him off. When Sanders 
nodded Koenig continued. ‘There was talk about you getting married.’ 
Again Sanders nodded. ‘Then, recently... there were rumours you two had 
split up...’ 

“What we want to know is... why?’ Verdeschi interrupted. Sanders’ head 
swivelled round to the Italian. He flared. 

‘That’s a little personal, don’t you think?’ 

‘I’m not thinking, I’m asking,’ Verdeschi told him. His manner had 
changed to one of an interrogator, and it was designed to knock Sanders off 
his guard — if he had a guard to be dislodged from. 

Sanders looked to Koenig for support. 

Koenig obligingly waved Verdeschi down, and turned back to the 
distraught man. ‘Where were you when Sally was in the Medical Chemical 
Store?’ he asked. 

‘I was with Carolyn in her quarters.’ For Verdeschi’s benefit Sanders 
added as coolly as he could, ‘I was with Carolyn because... let’s say Sally 
and I had our differences.’ 

Verdeschi’s face hardened. ‘And you and Carolyn picked up where you 
left off with Sally!’ 

“That’s still my personal business!’ Sanders reddened angrily. 

‘And security on Alpha is my personal business,’ the Italian countered 
toughly. ‘Word was that Sally went around saying a lot of unladylike things 
about you after you broke up.’ 

‘Are you trying to tell me I killed Sally? To shut her up?’ Sanders 
wheeled on the Security Chief, eyes blazing. 

Verdeschi nodded knowingly. ‘You said that, I didn’t...’ 

Sanders went speechless. Before he could react further, Koenig 
intervened. 

‘All right, you can go now,’ he said. ‘Wait outside.’ He turned to 
Verdeschi. ‘Bring in Carolyn.’ 

Sanders shook off Verdeschi’s helping arm, and stomped out. A moment 
later, Carolyn Powell was brought in. She seemed reserved and haughty and 
spoke before Koenig could commence questioning her. ‘Let me spell it out 


to you, Commander...’ she began. ‘I’ll make it really easy before you start 
accusing me of killing Sally.’ 

Koenig let her continue. 

‘T’ll admit I was always jealous of Sally, but I did nothing to get Mark 
away from her. Then when she and Mark broke up and he began seeing me, 
Sally became furious and moved out of the quarters we’d been sharing...’ 

Verdeschi interrupted her. ‘She thought it was your fault... the break-up?’ 

‘I tried to explain it to her, that I’'d played it “hands off”,’ Carolyn 
replied. ‘She wouldn’t listen. We had a terrible fight over it.’ 

“We picked up rumours that you hated Sally,’ Koenig informed her 
strongly. He had taken in instant dislike to the woman’s seeming 
indifference to Sally Martin’s death and her own boyfriend’s feelings. 

The woman before him paused and reflected. ‘I didn’t hate her... but there 
were times I kept wishing she were dead... so Mark would be free.’ She 
appeared to be gripped by a powerful feeling of some kind, and for a 
moment she looked distressed — but not over the death. It was hard to tell 
what she was bothered about. She shook off the feeling and turned 
imploringly to Koenig. ‘But I didn’t kill her, Commander, and I don’t know 
who did.’ 

There was a short pause, then Verdeschi turned a new angle. 

‘Aren’t you working on something in the labs...?’ he asked her 
searchingly. 

“That’s right,’ Carolyn nodded. 

Koenig looked puzzled by the new line of questioning, and Verdeschi 
explained. ‘We all know Carolyn is a brilliant research engineer...’ 

“What’s that to do with Sally Martin’s death?’ Koenig asked. 

“The device Carolyn is working on is some sort of pressure machine,’ 
Verdeschi replied. ‘I checked with the Science Board...’ He turned back to 
Carolyn. ‘You haven’t made any report on it yet.’ 

Carolyn faced him squarely. ‘I have an open-ended priority on research. 
You know that I don’t have to appear before the Science Board with 
anything before I’m ready.’ 

Koenig knew her side of the argument was sound, but he was interested. 
‘Just exactly what results are you hoping for, Carolyn?’ he asked her. 

The woman shrugged. ‘Frankly, I don’t know. I’m just conducting 
experiments at the moment.’ She paused, realizing that her reply had 


brought fresh doubts. It was highly unprofessional to conduct experiments 
purely for their own sake. Only amateurs with no proper knowledge of what 
they were doing did that. But she rode over the doubts. ‘Now, Commander, 
if the harassment is complete, may I go?’ 

Koenig nodded thoughtfully. She swirled out of the Centre, glaring at 
Verdeschi as she went. 

After she had gone, Koenig turned to the Psychon. ‘What do you think?’ 
he asked, concealing signs of the evident weariness that was now creeping 
up on him again after his short rest. 

Maya replied slowly. ‘I don’t think she’ll have any happiness with Mark 
Sanders...’ 

‘Anything to base that on?’ 

‘A feeling. Women sometimes have strange feelings about these things...’ 

Verdeschi interrupted with a , sardonic grin. ‘You mean women from 
Psychon have strange feelings.’ 

Maya turmed proudly on him, like a victorious feline. ‘And what does the 
great, compassionate Man From Earth feel?’ she purred. 

Verdeschi pulled a rattled face at her. “The Tech Boys feel that Carolyn’s 
working on some kind of force machine — makes anything from sonic 
waves to apple pie.’ 

Koenig interrupted sharply. ‘You’re letting suspicions cloud your 
reasoning, Tony.’ 

‘Maybe it goes hand-in-hand with my being Head of Security, John,’ 
Verdeschi replied as he felt the other’s sting. 

Non-plussed, Koenig turned to leave. As he did so, he reached into his 
pocket and withdrew a folded report. He handed it to Verdeschi. ‘While 
you’re at it, check this out,’ he said gravely. ‘A report from Alan Carter. 
Over three-quarters of his Eagles are non-operational.’ 

Verdeschi opened the report and glanced hurriedly at it. His eyebrows 
raised themselves questioningly and he looked up at the Commander. 
‘Sabotage?’ 

Koenig gave him a parting gaze. As he left the Centre, he said: “To quote 
Tony Verdeschi — “Suspicions go hand-in-hand with being Head of 
Security...”’ 


A growing tension mounted in the Space Station. None of the several 
hundred inhabitants were panicking; or very few of them, at any rate, 
Verdeschi thought to himself as he remembered the big miner. But they 
were on the edge of disaster, only managing to keep impending destruction 
at bay by the skin of their teeth. More traces of Tiranium had been 
discovered, but it was slim news indeed and would extend their life only by 
hours. Still, if sufficient could be found to keep them going on a day to day 
basis, they stood an even chance of pulling through. 

It would have been more productive of the big miner to gamble on the 
chances of their survival, the Italian muttered angrily as he set off to see 
Pete Garforth in the Engineering Workshop. 

Garforth was the Chief Engineer, a dedicated, bespectacled man with 
freckled skin and a shock of unruly red hair. He would help to explain the 
malfunctions that the report said were occuring in the Eagle Ships. 

Verdeschi entered the huge, vault-like Workshop filled with the massive, 
dismantled engines of the Alphan space ships and other machinery that 
needed constant overhauling. Garforth was at work testing a small motor on 
a test-bench. The motor was connected to a power console by a heavy cable 
and the engineer was in the process of starting the motor up when he saw 
Verdeschi. He knew why the visit was being paid. 

The Security Chief walked over to him, a grim expression on his face. 
‘I’m not accusing you, Pete,’ he said. ‘But in this sort of business, we look 
for a common denominator — and you’re it!’ 

Garforth looked upset. ‘I’ve worked with Eagles all my life. I’d sooner 
cut my granny’s throat...’ 

Verdeschi tapped a file he held in his hands. ‘It’s on record. Every time a 
job goes through your hands, there’s a malfunction.’ 

The red-haired engineer gestured helplessly. ‘I’d be risking my own neck 
— I’m an Eagle test-pilot as well as an engineer. Who do you think takes 
those babies up as soon as they’re fixed?’ 

“Weren’t you grounded after your crash?’ Verdeschi asked him sternly, 
hating himself for re-opening a wound in the process of healing. 

The other flinched uncomfortably. ‘Ah, that was nothing. I’ve been 
cleared by Doctor Russell... I’m fully operational again...’ 

It was hard not to be impressed by the man’s obvious sincerity. 
Nevertheless, Verdeschi had to do his job. “Then if it isn’t you — who, or 


what is it?’ he asked. 

‘I swear to you I don’t know,’ the man implored. ‘Look at this.’ He 
indicated the engine on the bench. ‘Starboard booster motor, in one hundred 
per cent perfect condition.’ His voice sounded exasperated as he went on: 
‘On the bench she runs like a dream. In the Eagle — she’s dead. I take her 
out of the Eagle and put her back on the bench and test her — there’s nothing 
wrong.’ He threw up his hands and shook his head slowly in despair. ‘You 
tell me what’s happening?’ 

Equally frustrated, Verdeschi decided that the man was telling the truth. It 
was true — he had nothing to gain and everything to lose by sabotaging the 
ships. They were interrupted by a bleep coming from the monitor on the 
console. Garforth touched a button and the worried face of one of the 
Maintenance Engineers appeared on the screen. 

‘Chief Engineer Garforth to Maintenance Section, please. Urgent!’ the 
man said. 

Garforth looked at Verdeschi. ‘They’re playing my song, Tony. I’ve gotta 
go.” 

‘OK,’ Verdeschi said to him. ‘I’m due to meet the Commander in a few 
minutes, anyway. Mind if I take a quick look around?’ 

‘Sure...’ the Chief Engineer replied, hesitantly. ‘Only you won’t touch 
anything?’ He nodded towards the motor. ‘I’ve disconnected the safety- 
regulator on that baby.’ 

Verdeschi smiled dryly. ‘Don’t worry. Even I know enough not to fiddle 
with a potential Tiranium bomb.’ 

The engineer acknowledged the call and hurried out. 

A bomb was what it potentially is, too, Verdeschi thought after he had 
gone. He stared respectfully at the motor and walked past it on his 
inspection tour round the shop. 

Much of the machinery scattered all around him on the floor, hanging 
from overhead cranes and gantries, lying dismantled on tables, was a 
mystery to him. He didn’t really know what he was looking for, and after a 
while he shook his head and tapped his file again. Without Garforth he 
wasn’t making any headway. Just my luck, he scowled bad-temperedly. 

He was about to turn and leave when he heard the sound cf the doors 
leading into the corridor sliding shut. They were normally kept shut for 
safety reasons, as all doors were on the Moon Base. He didn’t think 


anything unusual about them until he fired his comlock and tried to open 
them. They wouldn’t. 

Impatiently, he examined his comlock. Then, from the test bench behind 
him came the throb of the motor starting up. 

He almost dropped the comlock in alarm. Reholstering it, he ran over to 
the controlling power console and searched the flashing panels. He found 
the right control and tried to operate it. To his consternation, he found that it 
wouldn’t work. It appeared to have jammed. 

He ran back to the doors and tried vainly to open them again, but to no 
avail. The throb of the motor increased in his ears, until it became an all- 
consuming, roaring, screaming sound. He dropped the comlock and 
protected his ears. He looked wildly around for some tool to lever open the 
doors. 

He spied a large crow-bar lying next to the power console and ran to pick 
it up. As he did so, he noticed the warning- needles on the console swinging 
into the red danger zone of their casements. 

The motor was overheating — and soon the small radioactive Tiranium 
core inside it would melt. He had only moments before half the Moon Base 
went up. Abandoning the crow-bar, he leapt at the heavy cable that 
connected the console to the motor and tried to pull it out with his bare 
hands. But the cable plug would not extricate itself. It was as if some 
strange, invisible power were holding the cable, the control switch and the 
Workshop doors firmly in place. 


The light-years of stars and the deep, black infinity of Space in which they 
shone still visually occupied the Big Screen. The picture was a mystery. By 
all rights they ought to be seeing some sign of the field of energy that, 
according to their instruments, was all around them. 

Koenig and Maya studied the stars minutely for signs of an impediment 
blocking, slowing down or bending their light —but they searched in vain. 

“Well, whatever it is, it’s increasing... it’s getting “thicker”, if that’s the 
right word, as we get deeper into it...” Maya commented from her console. 
“The electrical pulse is stronger now.’ 

‘Computer read-out?’ Koenig asked tensely. There had to be some respite 
for them somewhere... some end or solution to one or another of their 


seemingly compound problems. 

‘I’ve checked the memory banks,’ Maya replied. ‘Nothing like it has ever 
been recorded.’ 

A sudden thought occurred to Koenig. “You don’t think it could be alive, 
do you?’ 

‘Who knows? It affects the sensors so much they can’t give up proper 
readings...’ 

‘If it is throwing out your instruments, it could be affecting the Eagles, 
too.’ He stabbed at a button on the Command Console. The monitor in front 
of him, which ought to have come to life, stayed dead. ‘That’s funny... I 
can’t get Engineering...’ He stabbed at another button. Maintenance came 
on the screen. It was in fact the face of Pete Garforth, the person whom he 
had first tried to contact. 

‘Engineering,’ Garforth announced. 

‘Is Verdeschi there?’ Koenig asked, still puzzled. 

‘I left him in my workshop... said he was coming over to you...’ Garforth 
was frowning too. ‘Didn’t he get there?’ 

‘No.’ Koenig’s worry mounted. “Thanks, Pete.’ He turned to Maya. ‘If 
that stuff, whatever it is out there, is affecting our sensors, and affecting the 
controls of the Eagles... it might have had something to do with what 
happened to Sally and... Verdeschi!’ 

As sudden realization dawned, he ran quickly out of the Centre, shouting 
at Maya to follow. 

Together they made their way towards the Engineering Workshops, some 
good few minutes away. As they reached the Workshop doors, a sudden 
sharp drop in the temperature became noticeable. 

“What the... it’s like ice!’ Koenig shivered uncontrollably. His teeth 
began to chatter as he whipped out his comlock and fired it at the doors 
without success. 

His suspicion that Verdeschi was trapped inside grew to certainty, and he 
pressed his face against the strongly-built window and stared inside. 

He saw the figure of the Italian desperately trying to lever a cable plug 
out of the power console. In seconds, Koenig’s quick eyes noticed what was 
happening and he grew even more determined to get into the room. But the 
doors were made especially strong to withstand a possible blast from the 
interior. The ironic thing was, if the motor inside the workshop blew up it 


would make no difference whether the door had been built ten metres or ten 
centimetres thick. 


CHAPTER THREE 


‘No, John,’ Maya warned Koenig as he thoughtlessly brought out his laser 
and aimed it at the door. 

She pulled his arm away. ‘The heat from the laser might boost the 
temperature inside — the whole place will blow!’ 

Although the air had gone suddenly cold out in the corridor, there was no 
saying what the temperature was inside the Workshop. The melting motor 
was doubtless giving out inordinate amounts of heat. 

Through the window they could see the Workshop filling with smoke as 
the power console began to burn out. Verdeschi staggered around inside it, 
coughing and spluttering. He noticed their faces and made his way towards 
them. He held his hands over his ears to protect himself from the noise. As 
the decibels rose even higher, Koenig and Maya began to hear the sound 
filtering faintly through the heavily-insulated doors. 

Uncaring of her own safety, the phenominal Psychon woman prepared to 
demonstrate her powers of molecular transformation. She realized that it 
was the last hope that they had of rescuing Verdeschi — and saving the 
Moon Base. At Koenig’s side she began converting her body to its 
elemental components. A fierce spindle of light emanated from her as she 
dissociated; for a moment pulsating madly. Then the black, solid outlines of 
some immense creature began to appear out of the light. As the light died 
away altogether, Koenig saw with satisfaction that she had converted 
herself into a very large, and very powerful-looking mountain gorilla. 

The gorilla took one look at the obstinate doors and with a snarl of anger 
it threw itself on them. They bent open with ease and the gorilla bounded 
through them, squashing them flat with its weight. Koenig followed 
thankfully behind and while the gorilla occupied itself wrenching up the 
cable and pulling away a whole section of the burning console in its 
successful attempt to unplug it, he dragged the spluttering Verdeschi out 
into the corridor to recover. 

The deadly screaming noise of the motor subsided, dropping lower in 
tone until it died away altogether. And as mysteriously as it had come, the 


icy cold presence they had felt drifted away and the air became suddenly, 
unbearably hot. 

Koenig and Verdeschi staggered up the corridor, followed by the gorilla. 
They reached a cooler spot and Verdeschi rested once more. He looked 
gratefully up at his giant protector. ‘Thanks, Lady,’ he said. ‘You sure play 
rough.’ 

The outlines of the animal shimmered into light, and Maya re- 
materialized back before them. She rushed at once to Verdeschi and held 
him briefly. ‘I’m glad you’re all right,’ she said. 

Koenig indicated the Workshop which still billowed out clouds of black 
smoke. His face looked ashen. ‘Another malfunction?’ he asked. 

Verdeschi shook his head. ‘Not this time. It wasn’t turned on, but it 
started up on its own. I turned it off and it wouldn’t stop.’ 

Koenig and Maya looked at one another in grave alarm. Koenig drew out 
his comlock and alerted the Fire Department to the scene. Then, all three of 
them sped back to the Command Centre. 


‘Let it stop... let me stop!’ Carolyn Powell sobbed into her hand. 

She sat in her quarters in front of her dressing table mirror. Her hair 
looked wildly disarrayed. Her features looked anguished. 

She stared pleadingly at her reflection. ‘Please... I don’t want to do these 
things... I don’t want to!’ 

The semblances of herself that were charitable and well-disposed to her 
fellow men and women fought bravely to rid herself of the other, darker 
side of her mind — the hate, jealousy and vindictiveness — that seemed 
nowadays to dominate her behaviour. But the fight was useless. She knew 
that she was in the grip of the Devil, and he had a very strong hold over her. 

Despairingly, she shook her head from side to side. ‘No... No...’ she 
moaned, remembering the hideous dreams and visions she had _ had; 
comparing them with the normal, human state of her existence of before. 
She had always been jealous of Sally — she had told the truth to the 
Commander. But she had never really meant her to die. It had been a silly, 
childish desire... until the Devil had taken her over. 

She wished with all her heart that she could reverse what had happened. 
She wished the tyrannical, mocking creature of shadow that had taken her 


over would leave her and take his sadistic sport elsewhere... 


Koenig paced in agitation in front of the Big Screen. He glared at the 
picture of stars. He glared at Helena, Maya, Verdeschi and anyone else who 
happened to come under his vision. ‘Some unknown force kills Sally... 
instruments go haywire... Eagles malfunction... a Tiranium motor turns on 
by itself and won’t stop... and all this has happened since the appearance of 
this... this... what the hell is it?’ He turned sharply to Maya. ‘Can’t you get 
any readings on that thing?’ 

Maya was hunched over her console, pouring over printouts and 
analyzing them in her head. She seemed excited. She ignored the 
Commander’s uncharacteristic irritability. He had been raging on for too 
long now, and she merely assumed he must have got out of the wrong side 
of his bed. ‘I am getting something, John...’ she told him firmly. A more 
rapid series of bleeps came from the oscilloscope mounted next to her. 
‘Lambda Waves...’ she continued, uncertainly. ‘Lambda Waves, I think...’ 

Helena sprang to attention. ‘Lambda Waves!’ She rushed over to Maya’s 
console to see for herself, conscious of the blank, uncomprehending 
expressions that followed her. Maya was right. They were now picking up 
the rare brain wave patterns. She explained. ‘Normally the human brain 
swings between Alpha and Beta Waves. Very rarely, some brains throw off 
these Lambda Waves. They were discovered during research into ESP, 
paranormal powers of the mind...” She paused thoughtfully. ‘Now if this 
field of radiation we’re in is sending off Lambda Waves...’ 

‘Then it could be having an effect on some of our staff?’ Koenig asked 
urgently. 

Helena nodded. ‘It could.’ 

‘How do we find out?’ 

‘I could conduct some experiments and see,’ the doctor replied. 

Koenig nodded grimly. ‘All right, go ahead. Conduct your experiments.’ 
He watched as Helena started to exit. He turned to Verdeschi. There was a 
look of fresh resolve in his eyes. ‘I want this Lambda Field, if that’s what it 
is, dispersed. Hit it with everything we’ve got.’ 

“Yes, sir!’ Verdeschi threw him a salute, relieved that some positive 
action had been decided on at last. He moved over to the Laser Console and 


began operating the controls. 

The Moon Base was constructed partly below and partly above ground. 
When the Base was first built, more than five years before, it was designed 
with the lunar ambience in mind —cold, airless conditions in the total 
vacuum of Space. Meteoric activity of any significance was comparatively 
rare, so the principal Sections and Centres had been built on the surface. 
Economically, there had been no justification for doing otherwise. But 
when the ancient Moon was hurled from her orbit and flung into deep 
space, the hazards that the Moon Men had to face increased a thousand- 
fold. It had been quickly decided by the stranded man-force to rebuild the 
living and operations’ quarters beneath the lunar surface — leaving only the 
Store Houses, Ammunitions Depot and the like above ground. At great cost 
to life and limb, the rebuilding had commenced, and was now complete. 
The Alphans were buried away from the perils that threatened them and 
their sense of vision was replaced with Technology. In fact, they were more 
dependent than ever on their instruments. 

On the freezing lunar surface above their heads, the giant dishes of the 
powerful defence lasers swivelled round to face the congested heavens. 
These were their Instruments of War and another very good reason to be 
tucked safely away below ground. Verdeschi operated them with all the 
power of Moon Base’s enormous energy output, training them on a single 
point in Space a few miles above the Moon. When they were activated and 
their deathly photon rays were beamed out, they would cut through 
anything — visible or invisible — that lay in their path and that was 
composed of matter. When their white-hot points of light collided, they 
would create an intense artificial sun — in effect, a constantly exploding 
bomb of the most powerful kind, that would serve to take a large chunk out 
of whatever was up there. 

Effortlessly, Verdeschi pressed the Master Activation Button, and 
watched on his instrument panels as the tell-tale readings told that the 
exploding sun had been created. 

He turned with a confident smile to Koenig and the other Alphans who 
were watching the Big Screen. With more remote-controlled instruments — 
the camera eyes that were positioned everywhere in and out of the Base — 
they were filming the explosion. A huge, searing ball of fire was burning 


brightly, obliterating the stars and casting the entire lunar surface in an eerie 
bath of bluish light. 

Verdeschi turned to Maya, who was frantically assimilating her console 
readings, trying to keep up. He expected to see her expression turn to one of 
relief as she learnt that the strange Space Field they were imprisoned inside 
had been successfully dispensed with. But the expected rejoicing never 
came. Puzzled, he depressed more buttons on his console, increasing the 
power still further. The sun pulsed alarmingly and Koenig motioned 
abruptly to him to turn the guns off. They were using up too much of their 
valuable energy. 

Verdeschi did as he was bid and the brilliant, artificial sun faded away. 
He walked over to Maya, and peered over her shoulder. 

She looked up, perplexed — and frightened. ‘It just doesn’t make sense...’ 
she began. She looked pleadingly in Koenig’s direction. ‘No change, John. 
No change at all... but...’ 

‘But what?’ Verdeschi asked impatiently, trying vainly to make sense of 
the reams of print-outs. 

Maya shook her head incredulously. ‘The light energy... it didn’t destroy 
it. It fed it.’ 

‘What?’ Koenig stared at her as though she were mad. ‘You mean, it 
absorbed it all?’ 

‘According to my readings, the Lambda Wave frequency has increased... 
as a direct result of the laser energy being introduced,’ Maya told him. 

Verdeschi whistled. 

Koenig looked exhausted and beaten. His defences were down, and he 
said shakenly: ‘Then maybe Helena will have better luck.’ So saying, he 
rose from his Command Chair and walked tiredly from the Centre. 


Helena wouldn’t have finished with her work so instead of hindering her 
Koenig decided to stop off in his quarters first, to sort his mind out. 

If the Lambda Waves were responsible for the dangerous psi phenomena 
which appeared to be occurring in the Moon Base, and if they had been 
unwittingly increased, then the Alphan’s problems were proportionately 
increased. 


He paced agitatedly up and down the length of floor in front of his desk, 
living solely on the nervous energy that was propping him up. Eventually, 
he could not keep the tiredness back and he threw himself on his bed, 
intending just to doze and so help clear his mind. Instead, he fell instantly 
into a deep sleep. As he slept, the temperature in the room dropped and he 
moved and moaned restlessly about, trying to keep warm. 

“You killed us, John Koenig. You left us to die...” The voice of the sweet, 
dark-haired girl sounded again inside his head. Into his sleep crept her 
ghostly face. It looked young and fresh and hauntingly beautiful... and he 
had killed her. She was right. 

His uncovered body writhed and twisted now with guilt, and fear. He 
moaned in despair. ‘Yes... I killed you... it was a mistake... Leave me... I 
had to kill you...’ The semi-transparent form of a young man appeared by 
the girl’s. side. He knew that the girl’s name was Tessa... the boy, he 
thought wildly, was called Sam. 

The boy was young and pale. A deep radiance of eternal youth shone 
from behind his eyes. He looked accusingly down at Koenig. ‘You left us to 
rot away with Venusian Plague...’ 

‘No... No... I...” he gasped. He began choking in his sleep. He watched 
the two benign faces of seeming innocence begin to dissolve away. In their 
place of beauty, hideous blotches of a rotten-green coloration appeared. The 
blotches ate the beauty away. Their smooth, spectral skin bubbled and 
puckered into folds of horror. 

He shrank away from the repelling sight, but he was prevented from 
escaping by an unmovable wall behind him. 

Their decaying, diseased faces loomed towards him, and he heard 
himself start screaming. 

He woke up abruptly, drenched in sweat. 

He sprang off the bed and looked at his white, drawn features in the 
mirror. He was going mad. The lack of sleep and the pressure of his rank 
were driving him insane. 


Helena and Maya worked speedily and purposefully inside the Recreation 
Centre Lounge where, not a few hours ago, big Garth had expressed his 
differences of opinion in no uncertain manner. 


Now, another event of a similar kind was about to take place; not a 
violent event brought about by maliciousness, but a controlled laboratory 
experiment to try to prove that psi-phenomenon — the psychic powers of the 
mind — were at work and thriving in the Moon Base. 

Helena had chosen the Lounge because she felt that the subjects she was 
planning to use as guinea pigs would respond better in familiar 
surroundings. With Maya’s help she had erected a row of tables, each 
containing different experiments, from simple card-guessing to fork- 
bending. Behind the tables sat the guinea pigs, looking a trifle apprehensive 
despite the precautions she had taken — Carl Renton, Mark Sanders, Peter 
Garforth, and Harry Garth. They were all Alphans who had been the subject 
of suspected psychic attacks. 

Helena began first with Mark Sanders. She sat herself down in front of 
his table and pointed to the cards. ‘These contain simple patterns. Cross, 
square, circle, triangle, crescent...’ She began shuffling them. ‘I shuffle the 
cards, turn them over, you tell me which cards I’ve tured.’ 

Sanders swallowed nervously. He looked embarrassed. ‘How? I can’t see 
the cards.’ 

“That’s the point of the experiment.’ 

Now he looked positively baffled. ‘Beats me — but whatever you say...’ 
Hesitantly, he tapped the cards in turn and called out what he thought they 
were. ‘Cross... another cross. Circle... triangle... cross...’ 

Helena recorded the cards and the guesses, turning them over as Sanders 
went through them. When he had finished, she nodded satisfaction. She re- 
shuffled the cards and they began again. 

On the table next to her, Maya engaged Carl Renton. She showed his 
expressionless face a plastic box with a steel ball-bearing in the middle. She 
rested it on the table between them. 

Carl smiled in sudden understanding. ‘Don’t tell me. I’m supposed to 
move the ball-bearing without touching the box?’ 

Maya nodded. ‘That’s right.’ 

‘How?’ he asked, almost inevitably. 

‘It’s very simple. All you do is... concentrate,’ Maya purred. ‘Now 
concentrate!’ 

Renton sighed dutifully and began staring at the box. His brow rucked 
deeply to show how hard he was concentrating. 


At first, nothing happened. Then, imperceptibly at first, the steel ball 
began to roll. His astonishment caused the ball to stop. 

“Very good, Mr Renton!’ Maya encouraged him. Extra-Sensory 
Perception, was nothing new to her. ‘Now this time, concentrate harder and 
don’t look so amazed. It’s all highly scientific.’ 

Finished with Sanders, Helena moved to Pete Garforth’s table and smiled 
reassuringly at him. The engineer looked angrily at her, convinced that the 
experiments were, in his own words, ‘a load of bosh’. 

‘I can tell you here and now,’ he told her argumentatively as she seated 
herself in front of him, ‘this is not going to work. I’m an engineer, I know 
metals.’ 

He picked up one of several thick strips of steel that had been laid on the 
table and began stroking it with his finger. “To bend a strip like this, you’d 
need a vice and a wrench. There is just no way I’m going to...’ 

His voice trailed off in amazement and Helena laughed outright in 
pleasure as the steel strip began to fashion itself into a horseshoe shape 
under his touch. 

Needing no further confirmation from this quarter, she rose, leaving him 
speechlessly scratching his head, and moved on to the fourth table. Her 
smile tightened as she sat herself down before Harry Garth. If Garforth had 
been mildly angry, the big miner looked positively ferocious. He obviously 
still hadn’t had time to recover from his humiliating experience at the hands 
of Verdeschi, and still bore all and sundry the grudge. 

She was wondering how to talk to him, when Carolyn Powell abruptly 
entered the lounge. She seemed in a great state of agitation, and marched 
over to Mark Sanders, who was studying his cards with deep interest. 

‘Mark!’ she hissed, in a loud whisper which everyone could hear. ‘I was 
waiting for you.’ 

Sanders looked up and smiled. ‘Sorry. I got tied up. Anyway, I knew I’d 
see you here!’ 

‘I’ve got to talk to you,’ Carolyn told him urgently. 

‘Sure, later. We’re taking these tests right now.’ He looked back down at 
his cards. 

Carolyn tautened. ‘Mark, I must see you... talk to you.... alone!’ 

Sanders looked mildly agitated by the intrusion. ‘Later... later.’ 


Helena extricated herself gratefully from the newly-acquired seat in front 
of Garth and caught Carolyn’s eye before the girl could continue with her 
persistent line of conversation. It was a stroke of good luck that the young 
research engineer had decided to enter when she did. Helena had tried to 
contact her once before, but had been unable to get through. 

“Will you be next, Carolyn?’ she asked her. 

Carolyn’s manner changed as she realized that she had been caught out. 
She beamed politely, as one colleague would to another. ‘It’ll be a pleasure, 
Doctor Russell.’ Realizing that she could now also achieve her original aim 
by doing so, she sat down next to Sanders who moved himself up 
uncomfortably. Helena sat down and put her through the same test as she 
had Sanders, her boyfriend. 


The numbing exhaustion that had come upon him had forced him back to 
his bed. The shock of seeing the gaunt, pallid face staring at him from his 
bedside mirror had sent the blood draining away from his head. 

Vainly he tried to keep his eyes from closing, and keep at bay the ghosts. 
But the haunting figures returned despite his attempts. They manifested 
themselves in his room... swirling, rippling figures, decayed faces dripping 
with slime. He was wide awake, yet their vaporous spirits were still there. 

Though he was tired, he was far from incapacitated, and reasoned that the 
psi phenomenon must be affecting him too. They were causing his 
lassitude, taking him back in his mind to the time of the disastrous Venusian 
expedition. In a way, he was killing himself with his own guilt... for he 
could not believe that the manifestations were anything other than the 
sunken memories of long ago. 

Repeatedly, he tried to raise himself, to reach Helena, but each time fell 
back, too groggy to get on his feet in the cold air. 

What seemed like hours went by, until eventually the macabre spell he 
had been put under was broken by Helena announcing herself on his 
monitor. He told her to come in and she did. She was carrying a sheaf of 
notes, and looked happy. Her pleasure was marred though by the gradually 
warming temperature of the air and the obviously distressful condition of 
the Commander. 

She leaned worriedly over his bed. 


‘T’m OK,’ he said, sitting up and running his hand over his forehead. 
‘Just felt a bit off-colour.’ A more healthy flush was returning to his cheeks. 
“What have you managed to find out?’ 

Uncertainly, she began to tell him, then got back into the swing of her 
enthusiasm as the impact of her experiments hit her anew. She held up the 
papers. ‘The preliminary test results. John, they’re fantastic!’ 

Koenig rubbed his eyes, trying hard to re-order his mind and take 
everything in. Helena continued, unabated. 

‘Over ninety per cent of subjects tested showed significant increases in 
paranormal powers,’ she went on. 

“They do?’ Koenig asked, his faculties returning. 

‘Results break down into three groups. One showed no increase at all. 
The middle group, the largest, showed significant increase over a wide 
range... John?’ 

‘I’m all right... go on,’ Koenig told her with irritation. 

‘The really exciting ones are the third group — the ones I call the 
Sensitives. So far I’ve found three: Carolyn Powell, Carl Renton and Pete 
Garforth. Their powers go right off the scale...’ She broke off, realizing that 
she wasn’t getting through. She produced a packet of pills from her pocket. 
‘John, I’ve been worried about you. I brought you some sleeping pills...’ 

‘No!’ Koenig exploded. His drawn features made him look manic. 

‘John!’ she explained, taken, aback by his abrupt manner. 

Koenig relented, overcome by pressures too much to bear. He said more 
gently, ‘Helena... I can’t sleep.’ 

“That’s why I want you to take...’ 

‘I’m afraid to sleep...!’ he interrupted, more urgently. A weary despair 
came over him, and she laid down her papers in alarm and put her arm 
round him. ‘John... tell me.’ 

Koenig began the long, slow, laborious explanation — laborious and slow 
because he didn’t really want to have to admit that he was affected by the 
attack. ‘I told you part of it...” he began. ‘A long time ago... when I was an 
astronaut cadet; we had to abandon some scientists on a Venus space 
Station...’ 

Helena remembered, and helped him along. ‘You said they’d caught 
some Venusian disease, something there was no known antidote for. You 
couldn’t risk bringing them back to Earth...’ 


Koenig nodded painfully. ‘By the time the disease was discovered, two of 
our crew were already on the space station. They were an advance party. 
Sam and Tessa...” He shuddered in her embrace. ‘We left them to die with 
the others. Now, every time I close my eyes I see them there, accusing 
me...’ 

‘It’s a dream, John,’ Helena told him, convincingly. ‘Just a recurring 
dream.’ 

Koenig didn’t seem to have heard her. He continued his confession in 
abject misery. ‘Sam was my best friend. We went through Astronaut School 
together. He and Tessa were going to be married...’ 

‘John, stop punishing yourself,’ she told him firmly. ‘You did what you 
had to and at least they were together...’ Now she didn’t sound so 
convincing. 

‘I tell myself that...’ Koenig replied, ‘all the time. It doesn’t make any 
difference.’ 

“You can’t go on without sleep, you’ll be hallucinating... you’ll break 
down completely.’ 

Koenig tensed. ‘And if I do sleep, I’ll go mad.’ He broke away from her 
clasp and smiled sardonically. ‘It’s an interesting point isn’t it, Doctor 
Russell? How do I command Alpha when I’m losing my mind?’ 

Almost immediately he regretted being so sarcastic; but she hadn’t 
heeded him. With compassion, she took him back in her arms and kissed 
him tenderly on the forehead. 


The cryptic, starry pattern of Space was still frozen on the Big Screen. 
There was no visible movement on it. To all intents and purposes it was a 
quite uneventful picture of Space, with no indication of life at all — yet 
according to Alphan instrumentation ‘life’ was what the elusive substance 
that lay out there was becoming more and more closely to resemble. 

The white points of light moving across the oscilloscope had increased, 
and they danced more lively. The rapid bleeping sound they made filled the 
Command Centre with a shrill, insistent warning of an escalation in 
Lambda Wave emanations. 

In the Medical Centre Maya worked busily at Helena’s request, erecting a 
screen which they hoped would act as a barrier to the ubiquitous Waves. 


On Psychon, the planet of her origin, psychic phenomena had been no 
rarity. They had been an everyday occurrence and had been used and 
exploited openly by her fellow men and women. Maya was not a psychic 
herself, but she could become one if she so chose, simply by re-arranging 
her molecular chemistry. Psychon and her youth had long since gone, 
destroyed when her despotic father had tried ruthlessly to recreate her 
people in their former glory. But the knowledge, the experiences and the 
memories were not. These she would treasure for ever — and now she used 
them to help the Alphans in their plight. 

The ‘screen’ was less of a screen and more of a cubicle. The idea was to 
step inside it and so cancel out the psi effect. Next to the screen, monitors 
and an oscilloscope were mounted, receiving the readings that were being 
made in the Command Centre. 

Verdeschi entered the Centre and watched her. ‘What are you doing... 
running a carnival?’ he asked. 

Without looking up, Maya told him. 

“What about the tests you and Helena ran?’ 

‘Nothing definitive’, Maya replied. She straightened up. With an 
engrossed look on her face she moved towards the instruments and 
depressed a button. A monitor which had been set up inside the booth began 
bleeping, showing the typical Lambda Wave formation. She turned a second 
control. ‘This one should operate the force field around the screen,’ she 
said. 

As she had predicted, the force field came into existence, effectively 
blocking the Psi Waves. The bleeping monitor inside the screen died. 

Verdeschi grinned. ‘The Space Creature isn’t gonna like that.’ 

‘The feeling is mutual,’ Maya told him, well pleased with her success. 
‘Now, we better get back to our posts.’ 

She turned off the equipment, and they both left the Centre. 


Carolyn Powell flung herself about the deserted Lounge. She was in a state 
of extreme agitation. She had remained behind after the others returned to 
their various posts of work and now, on her own, she was faced with her 
inner struggle again. 


The intruding presence that possessed and controlled her was supremely 
powerful. More than once it had conquered her desperate attempts to oust it 
from her. But she was on the losing side. She was in such a bad way it 
wouldn’t take much to tip the scales on the side of Evil... and she would be 
the slave of the Devil forever. 

The Lounge doors slid open and Mark Sanders walked inside. He looked 
unhappy, although she didn’t sense this straight away. He had come to her 
at a crucial moment, like a shining light in the satanic Darkness that was 
engulfing her. He would save her from her fate. 

‘Mark!’ She ran to him, her arms extended to embrace him. She hugged 
him and rested her face on his chest and burst into tears of relief. ‘Oh 
Mark... I need you so badly. Why didn’t you listen to me before?’ 

Sanders stood stiffly in her embrace. His arms dangled limply by his 
sides, uncaressing. She caught his reluctance and withdrew from him in 
bewilderment. She noticed the grim look on his face and a shade of fear 
entered her voice. ‘What is it, Mark... what is the matter?’ 

He turned away from her, better able to say what he had to say from this 
position. With awful awareness of the truth, she gazed at his back, knowing 
what was on his mind. She waited tremulously for him to speak. 

“There’s something I must say to you, Carolyn,’ he began. ‘I’ve been 
thinking... about us... ever since... Sally... died...’ 

A cold, mask like expression formed on Carolyn’s face. He was giving 
her the shove... just like he had done with Sally. “What about... ever since 
Sally... died?’ she asked. The Dark forces inside her pulsed triumphantly. 
They grew, spreading throughout her being like a delicious cancer 
delivering her from the horrors of Life. 

Sanders’ body clenched involuntarily at her tone of voice. ‘I’ve got a 
feeling I can’t shake that you had something to do with it,’ he said numbly. 

“How can you say that?’ she retorted, though not as angrily as she meant 
to. 

‘Easy,’ Sanders replied, still with his back to her. ‘You lied when you 
said you didn’t do anything active to get me away from Sally.’ 

‘I lied because I love you... everything I do is because I love you.’ A 
pang of grief creased her face again as the good side of her nature was 
stirred by these words and made a last attempt to throw off its aggressor. 


‘It isn’t going to work,’ Sanders commented savagely. ‘We aren’t going 
to work.’ 

‘I thought you loved me. You said so...’ 

Sanders sighed heavily. ‘I’m confused about a lot of things, but one thing 
I’m not confused about is my feeling for you.’ He sensed that she was about 
to touch him again, and moved away from her. 

‘What if I said I needed you — that I needed you now?’ Carolyn pleaded 
despairingly after him. 

Abruptly, Sanders turned and stared into her eyes. There was a strange, 
twisted expression on his face. ‘You’ve changed, Carolyn... something’s 
different about you. I don’t know what...” He searched deeply into her eyes 
for a sign. He saw it; malign, hateful and cold, and he shuddered. 

“Mark..?’ she started, as though electrified. 

He turned away from her, ignoring her outstretched arm. ‘I’m sorry, 
Carolyn...’ not knowing that it symbolized her last desperate attempt to hold 
on to the side of her that was still human. 

‘I won’t let you go...’ she muttered, almost under her breath. 

He left her, almost paralyzed with grief himself, not knowing whether she 
meant that she would try to prevent him leaving the room but was unable to 
bring herself to do so, or whether she meant that she would work on him 
slowly and try to bring back his old feelings for her. 

Carolyn was left on her own once more. The Dark, hellish cancer 
increased its hold. The deserted Lounge grew colder. Her eyes widened, and 
she went into a kind of maddened trance. 


Sanders slouched miserably along the corridor on his way back to his post. 
He despised himself for what he had done to Carolyn, though he was 
inwardly relieved that it was all over. She would come round, eventually, he 
thought. When her feelings for him had changed. 

He had almost reached the Hydroponics Centre when a chill, hard wind 
began blowing from behind him. At first he thought it was the air- 
conditioning system malfunctioning, and he looked up at the grilles along 
the top of the walls. But he quickly realized that they could not be 
responsible... the wind was too harsh. 


Fearfully, he glanced behind him. The well-lighted corridor was strangely 
deserted, revealing no sign of the cause. 

The wind increased in its intensity, and grew icy cold. He shivered and 
hugged himself with his arms to keep warm. A look of horror crossed his 
face as he realized what the answer was. It was the only answer that could 
be logically deduced. The Moon Base had been holed by an explosion or by 
an abnormally large meteor. Their precious air was being sucked out into 
the vacuum of Space. 

Wildly, he raced towards the Hydroponics Centre’s main doors to secure 
himself inside and to warn Koenig on the monitor. But he got no further 
along the corridor. His body, paralyzed with the intense cold, collapsed 
against the wall. He lay on his back, staring upwards in terror. 

The wind howled and shrieked. The air grew misty, and in the mist 
appeared the sinister form of Carolyn Powell. 

‘I’m not letting you go!’ she shrieked, her hideous face a mass of ill- 
formed lines and blotches. ‘I’m taking you back!’ 

He screamed, unable to move away as the hating face of the creature that 
he had once loved came... to devour him forever. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


No trace of the rushing wind, or any other clue to Sanders’ horrific death 
was left in the corridor. Only the body and the fact of the kind of his death 
remained. 

‘Ugh!’ Helena winced at the gruesome sight of mutilated flesh that was 
only vaguely recognizable as Sanders. He had been pulped and his bones 
filleted. The bloodied skeleton was scattered about the corridor. 

Koenig, who had again been called from his quarters, stood weakly 
nearby, surveying the scene with a shocked, stupified expression. ‘Just like 
Sally... only worse,’ he murmured weakly. 

Verdeschi spoke next: ‘That Space Field; did it do this?’ 

‘Maya’s instruments recorded a tremendous surge of energy just before 
this happened...’ Koenig observed grimly. 

Verdeschi looked doubtful. ‘My vote still goes to the human element.’ He 
paused reflectively. “To one of Helena’s Super Sensitives, to be exact.’ 

‘Carolyn...?? The world was out of Helena’s mouth before she could 
prevent it. 

‘First Sally, now Mark — you name a better suspect,’ Verdeschi told her 
grimly. ‘I’d like to bring her in for further questioning.’ 

With difficulty, Helena collected her thoughts together. “Tony — would 
you hold off please — until after the next set of tests? We have three 
suspects. Let me have one more try and then maybe we can pinpoint it 
down to one.’ 

Tony nodded sickly, staring at the orderlies who had the unpleasant task 
of gathering up the bits and pieces of the dismembered corpse. ‘One more 
try...’ 

Koenig turned his pale, drawn face towards him. ‘Keep a squad nearby 
all the time,’ he ordered. 

Verdeschi grunted and watched Koenig depart unsteadily. He and Helena 
exchanged worried glances, then got down to the grisly business of 
supervizing the orderlies and searching for clues. 


As soon as she could, Helena got away for a pre-arranged appointment with 
Maya in the Medical Centre. 

The two women found the Lambda Wave shield exactly as Maya had left 
it not long ago. They set to on the controls, activating it. 

The booth began to emit an orange light, indicating the force field that 
surrounded it. Helena damped some of the switches. ‘If the shield blocks 
the Lambda Waves, then we know that some force has been coming from 
the Space Field —affecting the behavioural pattern of the mind...’ 

Carl Renton announced himself at the door. 

‘Our first subject... come in!’ Helena called. 

Renton entered, and sheepishly allowed himself to be led into the booth. 

“You did very well with the ball bearing...” Maya told him, positioning a 
small table in front of him. On the table was the same box with the same 
ball bearing in it. ‘Now we want you to try again, only...’ She motioned to 
Helena, ‘now we’re surrounding you with a force field.’ 

She stepped just outside the booth as it began to emanate its orange glow 
again. She kept her eyes on Renton. ‘Now, think,’ she told him. ‘Think and 
move the ball.’ From where she stood, she could see inside the box. Renton 
concentrated until his brow wrinkled tautly, but in vain. This time his 
powers of telekinesis were ineffective. 

Helena turned off the field. ‘That’s fine, Carl. You can come out. Thank 
you for co-operating.’ 

Renton stepped out. He smiled shyly. ‘I only hope it helps,’ he said. He 
left, just as Pete Garforth entered. 

“You want me to do some more conjuring tricks, Doc?’ Gar-forth asked, 
taking in the scene with a cocky expression on his face. 

‘That’s right, Pete,’ Maya said. ‘Just the way you did before; in the 
booth.’ 

They tried the same test on the engineer, substituting the ball-bearing for 
the Geller-effect metal-bending experiment. Conducted inside the booth, 
with the force field switched on, the results of his test were also negative. 
Tried with the booth switched off, they were positive. 

They went through several more subjects. The results were conclusive; 
proving beyond doubt that the invisible field of power which had attached 
itself to the Moon was responsible for the sudden increase in the occurrence 
of psychic phenomenon. 


Only one subject remained to be tested; Carolyn Powell. She had been 
called, but could not be found. 

Helena and Maya were about to pack up when the missing research 
engineer entered. She looked unkempt and her eyes blazed a mixture of 
intense sorrow and hatred. 

Helena tightened her grip on the sheaf of notes she had gathered up. 

“You wanted to see me, Doctor Russell?’ the woman asked coldly. 

Helena forced a slight smile. ‘That’s right. I'd like you to help us with 
some more tests.’ 

Carolyn advanced. She appeared to be totally unruffled by the news of 
her lover’s death. She bore an aura of malice, causing Helena and Maya to 
step back in alarm. 

“Yes, of course,’ she told them. ‘What do you want me to do?’ 

Helena showed her to a table outside the booth and began performing the 
card test with her. Each card was guessed accurately, with uncanny 
prescience. 

‘That’s fine, Carolyn,’ Helena told her nervously after she had finished. 
‘A perfect score, just like last time.” Now came the important part of the 
experiment. Strictly speaking, it was not all experiment. Verdeschi and his 
security guards were hiding in the Centre at Koenig’s instructions. They 
were watching the number one suspect. 

Helena remained calm. ‘Now, Carolyn, we’d like you to try the same 
tests inside the booth.’ 

A flicker of suspicion crossed the other woman’s hallowed face. Then 
she smiled her consent. It seemed to Helena as though she had perceived 
their intentions and for reasons of her own had decided to play their game. 

Maya looked sharply at Carolyn as she seated herself inside the booth. ‘I 
don’t like it,’ she told Helena in a low voice. ‘She’s too clever. I should 
have changed myself...’ 

‘Wait,’ Helena told her. ‘Let’s see what happens first.’ 

She followed Carolyn inside the booth and began dealing the cards. Her 
subject scanned the hidden cards. An amused smile played on her lips as 
she guessed first one, then another, incorrectly. She ran through all the cards 
that Helena had dealt, and each time guessed incorrectly. 

Outside the booth, Maya kept a careful surveillance over the 
instrumentation. An electroencephalogram registered no Lambda Waves — 


only the more common Alpha and Beta Waves. 

Carolyn shrugged. ‘I’m sorry, Doctor Russell. Nothing seems to be 
happening...’ 

Helena gave a sigh of relief. She rose from her seat and made a signal to 
Verdeschi. He and his men stepped out of cover. 

The amused smile returned to Carolyn’s lips. She remained seated. ‘Still, 
let’s not give up,’ she said mockingly. ‘Let me try harder.’ 

As she spoke, Lambda Waves began registering on the oscilloscope. 
Maya gasped. 

Helena and Verdeschi stayed their ground. They watched in alarm as the 
Medical Centre grew suddenly colder, and Carolyn began shuffling the 
cards with a sinister vigour. She stood up inside the booth, electrode wires 
trailing from her head to the instruments outside. One after another, she 
called out the cards before upturning them and throwing them out at their 
feet. 

The booth glowed and pulsed with its orange light. Maya turned the force 
field up to its fullest strength, but still the cards continued to be flung out of 
the booth. And each card was guessed correctly. 

“You play a child’s game, Doctor,’ Carolyn called out to Helena as she 
tossed the last card into the air. A change had taken place in her voice. It 
sounded cruel and arrogant. ‘Did you think I would be one of your 
children?’ 

‘All right, Carolyn,’ Verdeschi told her, leading his men forward. ‘Come 
with us.’ 

The possessed woman turned and smiled in an awful rendition of 
sweetness. ‘Of course I’ll go with you, Tony.’ Her face abruptly contorted 
into a grimace of hatred. 

The freezing, shrieking wind that had helped bring Sanders to his 
untimely death, now howled around them. It rose to a fury, and blasted 
against the Guards, knocking them to their knees. 

‘And as for you, Doctor Russell...’ 

A pocket of wind gusted against Helena and threw her across the Centre. 
The sheafs of paper that she clutched were wrenched out of her grasp and 
tossed about in the air. 

She saw Carolyn as though at the end of a vortex of rushing mist. The 
woman’s face was Set in the rigid lines of the insane and she was crying and 


screaming obscenities. As the words were spoken a hail of laboratory 
objects began to hurtle down the vortex towards where Helena lay, 
smashing and crashing all around her. 

Standing aside from the main path of the wind, and forgotten by Carolyn 
in her rage, Maya’s body began to shimmer and shake. At first, it seemed as 
though she too had been affected by the psychic storm, but instead of falling 
helplessly to the floor, she began to change herself. Guided by the art and 
biology of her Psychon forefathers, her body enveloped itself in a spindle of 
brightly spinning fire. The blaze of light reached a peak, and then gradually 
faded away. In its place, a snarling, full-grown tiger had been spawned. 

The cat hissed and spat viciously at Carolyn’s preoccupied figure, then 
launched itself at her and toppled her to the ground. 

Abruptly, the howling wind ceased. The room began to grow warmer and 
the beleaguered guards dragged themselves to their feet. 

Concermed for Helena’s safety, the tiger let its victim free. Foaming and 
screaming, Carolyn Powell stumbled from the Centre and sped away up the 
corridor towards the Command Centre. 

Transformed back into her usual self, Maya, Verdeschi and the guards 
crowded round Helena’s prone body, lying amid the debris of the missiles. 

As they watched her, her bruised and cut face stirred and her eyes 
fluttered open. 

‘Are you all right?’ Maya asked worriedly. 

The Doctor swallowed and a faint smile crossed her features. ‘Just about. 
I guess I’m lucky to be alive...’ 

With their help she climbed shakily to her feet: ‘Now we know the force 
that killed Sally and Mark. I must warn John...’ She tottered towards the 
wall monitor. 

Verdeschi muttered grimly. ‘Knowing it... and destroying it are two 
different ball games.’ 

Helena stabbed at a button, and Sahn’s concerned face appeared on the 
screen. ‘Sahn, is the Commander...’ 

Sahn shook her head. ‘He seems very upset. He’s back in his quarters — 
but he won’t answer any calls.’ 

Helena blacked-out the screen and turned in despair towards the others. 
“We have to get to John. He’s got to know...’ 

Accompanied by Maya and Verdeschi, she staggered outside. 


‘John! Let me in!’ Helena hammered on Koenig’s door. 

The monitor outside his door had been activated, obviously in an attempt 
to communicate with them. But all that came over it were a series of low 
moans and anguished cries of despair. 

The doors were either locked or jammed. 

Verdeschi drew Helena out of the way and aimed his laser at the locking 
mechanism. It erupted with a shower of flames and black smoke. In 
determination he wrenched the doors apart, and he and Helena ran quickly 
inside. 

‘No...!’ Koenig’s screams were louder now. The room was cold and the 
Commander was curled up in a tight foetal position on his bed. He was 
shaking uncontrollably. 

Helena bent over him and made a rapid examination. She turned in alarm 
to the Security Chief. ‘He’s bad...” She took out her comlock and spoke 
urgently into it. ‘Full medical team to Commander’s quarters. Priority One!’ 

The Medical Crew arrived with their trolley and equipment, and while 
they helped off-load Koenig from the bed Helena performed a series of 
preliminary examinations. 

A short while later they rushed Koenig to the Medical Centre and got him 
back into bed. He was still curled up in a resolute denial of consciousness. 
Verdeschi and Maya waited anxiously by for Helena’s verdict. 

‘At the moment he’s in a state of complete catatonic withdrawal,’ Helena 
told them. She straightened up from her patient’s bedside. 

Verdeschi looked frustrated. ‘You’ve got to bring him out of it. I better 
inform my men...’ He turned and walked towards the wall monitor. 

“We can bring him round through narco-synthesis...’ Helena told Maya. 
‘It’s old-fashioned, but it’s still the best and safest method to reach into the 
mind... let the mind jump all the hidden barriers it has built up within itself.’ 

Verdeschi paused by the monitor. ‘So we’re right back to where we were 
— fighting two wars on one battle-front. You’ve got John... I’ve got Carolyn 
Powell.’ He smiled grimly to Helena. ‘I hope we both win...’ He hit the 
communications button. ‘Verdeschi to all Security Personnel. Carolyn 
Powell is to be found and restrained immediately. This woman is extremely 
dangerous. Stun on sight. Repeat — stun on sight!’ 

Maya moved towards him pensively. ‘Tony, isn’t that a bit drastic?’ 


Verdeschi shook his head darkly. ‘No, Maya. I think that bitch could 
destroy Moon Base Alpha just by wanting to.’ 
He turned and stalked out of the Centre. 


The plasmic fluid of which the Space Amoeba was composed began to 
accelerate wildly inside its ever-changing boundaries. 

Its aged substance began to whine and shine again with lost power. It 
hungrily contemplated the coming oblivion that it would wreak on those 
competitive life-forms who had kept it from its rightful spoils. 

It had assumed Command of the petty creature who had fallen into its 
trap. Now, only one thing remained to be done — to ensure that the 
maximum amount of vital radiation was released when their world 
exploded, and its perpetuation was ensured. 

It ebbed and flowed rapaciously, rashly using up its resources and 
generating ever larger amounts of the psychic wave radiation... 


Deep in the cracked and ancient lunar rock below the Moon Base, in the 
disused levels where the Alphans’ desperate mining operation was taking 
place, Carl Renton grew into a Big Man. 

Consumed by the Waves and by his desire to succeed and save the Moon 
Base, he drove his buggy deep into a long-abandoned, unsafe shaft, and 
discovered Tiranium. He discovered sufficient of the bluish, radioactive ore 
to provide Moon Base Alpha with all the power that it would possibly need 
for months into the future. For this (unknown to him, calamitous) feat of 
gallantry, he was decorated and hailed as the real man he had always 
secretly aspired to be. 

The ore was rapidly processed, and the rare element extracted and loaded 
into the vital Life Support Core — the super-powerful energy heart of the 
Moon Base... 


The Devil was good to her. He was divine in the methods he used to cleanse 
her of her anxieties and problems — the little, niggling worries and 
stumbling blocks which had dogged her all her life and prevented her from 
being the clear, clean and simple person she had always wanted to be. 


Gone were her considerations for others — the feelings that had kept her 
from advancing. 

Gone was her survival instinct for her own worthless body which had 
always let her down and which had caused her endless trouble with its 
constant need for prettification. 

Here, at last, was her enlightenment — her opportunity to dominate, to 
control, to inflict pain and suffering on the littke worms who had been 
responsible for nibbling away at her existence. 

‘Down and crawl!’ she shrieked to Verdeschi who had inadvertently 
walked into her trap as he sought to take over Command Centre. 

She was occupying Koenig’s chair, and she was beside herself with 
euphoric rage. 

‘Crawl like a worm!’ she cackled. 

The Waves of destruction channelled by her mind beamed themselves 
into him and took him over. 

They paralyzed his thinking centres and brought him to his knees — a 
blubbering, babbling wreck who crawled to do the bidding of his new 
Mistress. 

‘Crawl!’ she screamed ecstatically. She watched with blazing eyes as 
Verdeschi crawled and prostrated himself before her. 

His face was red with the exertion of fighting the thought Waves. His 
veins were swollen perilously out on his forehead under the strain. His 
tongue extended itself, trembling from his mouth to touch her proffered 
boot. In humiliation, he kissed it. 

She kicked his head imperiously aside and rose victoriously to her feet. 
‘Now I command Alpha! Call me Commander!’ 

‘Commander...’ Verdeschi gasped, his mouth bleeding from where she 
had kicked him. ‘Commander...’ he croaked. 

Carolyn Powell laughed and her eyes flashed insanely around the silent 
rows of faces behind their consoles. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


Unaware of the new developments, Helena and Maya still struggled 
desperately to halt Koenig’s mental deterioration. Their treatment was 
working, though slowly. 

‘... five... four... three... two... one... zero...” Koenig muttered out loud 
from where he lay. His eyes were closed, but his body had been made to 
unwind by the new treatment, and it lay more relaxed. 

Helena bent closer to his sweating brow. Evidently a battle was still 
raging inside him. ‘John... do you near me?’ she asked urgently. 

“Yes, I hear you.’ He sounded distant. 

‘Sam and Tessa, John. Tell me about them.’ 

“They were my friends... I left them to die. They want to kill me.’ His 
body threshed about violently, but the two women restrained him. 

‘If they’re dead, how can they kill you?’ Helena’s voice droned. Her 
words cut into his unconscious memory with the intention of getting him to 
rationalize a fear he had always kept locked away. 

Koenig’s pale features crinkled now in puzzlement as he endeavoured to 
think rationally on the subject. But his thoughts were quickly abandoned 
again by a wave of mindless terror which swept through him. ‘They keep 
coming back... I see them...’ he shrieked. 

“What do they say?’ Helena asked firmly. 

“You killed us John Koenig... You left us to die...”’ 

The two women momentarily shrank away, aghast, as the ghostly voices 
of the dead scientists issued from Koenig’s lips. 

‘How does that make you feel?’ Helena plucked up fresh courage. 

‘I feel that I murdered them!’ he cried in anguish. 

‘Could you help what you did?’ 

‘Nol No! I couldn’t help it, I had no choice!’ 

‘And they knew that?’ 

“Yes, they knew that.’ 

‘And they were your friends...?’ 

‘My friends...’ 


The Commander’s straining body seemed to relax once more. Helena 
glanced hopefully at Maya, then turned back to Koenig. ‘They were your 
friends and they knew you could not help yourself. They knew you did not 
kill them.’ 

“They keep coming back...’ 

‘No, John. Your guilt keeps bringing them back!’ It was her turn to cry 
out. ‘You keep punishing yourself for something you think they blame you 
for.’ 

‘No! No! They hate me!’ 

“Your ghosts hate you.’ She shook him hard, sensing she was close to 
victory. She needed to make sure he understood. “The ghosts you put in 
your mind...’ 

Abruptly, lie sat up, staring deliriously around hire. His eyes looked 
insane. ‘I see them!’ he hissed. ‘“They’re coming back again!’ 

Once more his eyes closed, and the ghost-like voices sounded from his 
lips. This time there were two of them, and they held a dialogue. 

“You killed us, John Koenig...”’ a young, male voice stated. 

“You left us to die!”’ another, a young woman’s rejoined. 

‘I SEE THEM!’ Koenig screamed in his real voice. 

“You left us to rot away with Venusian plague...”’ 
sounded again. 

Koenig screamed again. His eyes opened and he pointed a trembling arm 
in the direction of the doors. ‘They want me...’ He climbed out of bed and 
walked unsteadily towards them. 

Helena motioned Maya aside and followed him. ‘You can send them 
away... out of your life forever!’ she said with feeling. ‘But only if you stop 
punishing yourself! Tell them... Tell them!’ 

Koenig’s somnambulent figure came to a halt in front of the doors. He 
reached out his arms to touch the hideous figures that only he could see. His 
mouth fell open, and he looked at them with a sudden new resolve. 
“You’re... you’re not Sam and Tessa.’ 

He looked bravely at the decomposed ghosts. Their horrible figures 
advanced on him, their rotting arms outstretched towards his throat. But he 
stood his ground. ‘Sam and Tessa were my friends. They loved me, as I 
loved them. Wherever they are now, they’ve forgiven me. They understand. 


the young man’s voice 


They knew I had to leave them. I won’t have you destroy that love. I won’t 
have you destroy me!’ 

Helena watched pensively. ‘He’s coming out of it...” she whispered to the 
Psychon woman. 

Maya smiled thankfully. She looked a trifle uncomfortable as a thought 
struck her. ‘Then I think he will want to be alone with you... Pll go and help 
Tony,’ she said, and quietly slipped out of the Centre. 

The twisting, blotched features of the ghosts disappeared. Their deathly 
faces faded away and in their place Koenig saw the youthful, healthy faces 
of Tessa and Sam as he used to know them. The two faces smiled and 
waved at him. 

‘Goodbye, John...’ Sam said. 

‘Goodbye...’ Tessa repeated. 

With that, they faded away completely. 

‘Goodbye...’ Koenig said softly. The outlines of the Medical Centre 
began to reappear in his vision. The knots in his head untied themselves 
and, suddenly, he felt a new man. New energy flooded back into his being. 
But he still felt confused. He stared around for Helena, and saw her. ‘What 
happened, Helena?’ he asked. ‘I feel as if I’ve been suspended... in a void.’ 

Helena put her arm round him happily. ‘You’re all right now, John... it’s 
over.’ 

‘It was like a dream... | saw Sam and Tessa. They smiled...’ 

“You’ve made peace within yourself, John. You’ll never be haunted by 
ghosts again...’ 

Koenig held her at arm’s length and gazed deeply into her eyes. In this 
moment, he was like a child, she thought. He needed her. ‘Then 
everything’s all right?’ he asked. 

Helena nodded. She looked gravely at him. ‘Except for Carolyn Powell.’ 

Koenig frowned as he remembered her name. ‘What about her?’ he 
asked, puzzled. 

‘She possesses terrible destructive powers...’ Helena replied. ‘Somehow, 
she seems able to turn anger and hatred into violent physical force... the 
more she’s attacked, the stronger she’ll get.’ She broke away from him. 
‘Are you well enough?’ 

He nodded impatiently. He was getting back to be his usual self as his 
faculties returned. 


‘Let me show you the results of some tests I made.’ She led him towards 
her desk. 


Guided by the Supreme Master, the semblance of Humanity that was 
Carolyn Powell began the final stages of her task. 

Verdeschi still lay, paralyzed, at her feet. The other Alphans were glued 
helplessly to their seats by the same all-powerful force. They looked on 
with stricken faces as the High-Priestess got Verdeschi to call out orders to 
the Life Support Centre. They were the orders of madness, and their sole 
effect, if implemented, would be to destroyAlpha — to reduce it to its 
elemental components in a Tiranium explosion of stupendous proportions. 

She was busily engaged in this way when Maya entered the Command 
Centre. The Psychon was stopped short by the scene of degradation in front 
of her. Most humiliating was the posture that Verdeschi had submitted to, 
and the obscene glee with which his captoress now greeted the Psychon. 

Maya was too late to do anything useful. With a wave of her hand, 
Carolyn ensnared her also in the psychic control. She stopped her hellish 
work, her cruel mind fired with sudden imagination. 

‘Amuse me, my little alien friend,’ she said to Maya. ‘Do some of your 
clever tricks for us — one or two shape changes?’ She laughed hollowly. 

‘No! No... I... won’t!’ Maya fought for control, but the mental manacles 
that held her were too strong. 

Carolyn’s features changed instantly to rage. ‘You will change!’ she cried 
harshly. ‘Change into a monkey!’ 

Helplessly, Maya was forced to change and undergo the same 
demoralizing experience as Verdeschi. As a tiny monkey, she jumped 
around on the floor. 

Carolyn laughed with delight. She clapped her hands. ‘Excellent! Now — 
a caterpillar!’ she instructed. 

Without will, the monkey changed into the small, vulnerable creature of 
the bitch’s wish. 

Carolyn made the caterpillar hoop towards her. She reached out her foot 
and placed it above it. She turned to Verdeschi. ‘Shall I stamp the life out of 
her?’ 


Verdeschi underwent a paroxysm of strain as he struggled to speak. 
‘Please... no...’ he gasped. 

Her foot descended, and then stopped, barely a millimetre above the 
squirming caterpillar. ‘I have a better idea,’ she said. She snatched at a 
transparent container and scooped the caterpillar up. She imprisoned it 
inside and held it up for all to see. ‘Such a pretty creature — and so fragile...’ 
she crooned. ‘It should become a beautiful butterfly.’ 

‘Not enough... air... she’ ll suffocate...” Verdeschi spoke painfully. 

An expression of mock seriousness crossed Carolyn’s face. ‘Not enough 
air? Suffocate?’ She tilted her head and looked again at the container. She 
pretended to muse, thoughtfully. ‘How much air does a caterpillar need, I 
wonder?’ She placed it down on the Command Console in front of her. ‘But 
suppose we find out? We can pass some of the time by watching Maya die.’ 

She laughed coldly. 


Koenig watched in agitation as Helena rifled hurriedly through her papers. 
He remembered the brutal death of the little engineer in the passageway 
near the Hydroponics Centre, and he wanted to bring himself up to date 
before he acted. He wanted to find and topple the rampaging killer woman 
who was somewhere on the loose in the Moon Base... and to save innocent 
lives. 

As she got her papers into order, Helena explained what she had been 
able to find out. ‘The sensitivity tests show that the Space Field has been 
acting as a psychic amplifier... stimulating the ESP powers in the human 
brain. And Carolyn’s potential was enormously strong...’ She handed the 
reports to Koenig 4nd he studied them. 

‘So the field isn’t using Carolyn — she’s using it!’ Koenig exclaimed. 

‘Sort of... though the field could be using her too, if it’s alive. And 
everything points to it being alive. Carolyn hated Sally — and then Mark. 
She wished them dead... the field boosted her hate so it killed them.’ 

‘Go a step further,’ Koenig continued. ‘Pete Garforth had survived a bad 
crash. Subconsciously he was afraid to fly another Eagle — and every one he 
worked on developed a malfunction. Carl Renton desperately wanted to be 
a winner —and suddenly he couldn’t lose.’ 


Helena added thoughtfully, ‘Carl Renton discovered a big seam of 
Tiranium, too...’ 

Koenig appeared not to have heard her. “The way it was with me and my 
ghosts... the combined powers of one’s fears fighting within oneself...’ 

“The way it’s been since the time of Creation — a battle of the Forces of 
Good against the Forces of Evil...’ 

The wall monitor bleeped, and Sahn’s face appeared on it. The Indian 
operative looked drained of life, like that of a corpse, and when she spoke, 
she sounded barely alive too. ‘Ca-ro-lyn Powell... to see Com-man-der 
Koenig...’ 

Koenig reacted in alarm. He ran over to the monitor and punched at a 
button. ‘Commander Koenig will be there... tell Carolyn Powell that,’ he 
told the woman. He hit another button and the screen went dead. 

He and Helena glanced briefly at one another before rushing out of the 
Medical Centre at top speed. 

“Two ghosts down, one to go,’ Koenig shouted at her. 

‘She’s very dangerous, John,’ Helena replied breathlessly. 

They sped along the deserted corridors and arrived at the Command 
Centre in record time. Koenig fired his comlock at the doors and parted 
them. They slid smoothly open. 

He composed himself, then walked calmly inside. He had a plan. ‘If hate 
boosts her power,’ he muttered out of the side of his mouth to Helena, 
‘we’ ll overwhelm her with our love.’ 

Helena caught his meaning, and likewise composed herself. She smiled. 

Unmoved by the horrific scene that met his gaze, Koenig moved towards 
his Command Chair which the figure of the evilwomati had usurped. 
“You’re in the wrong place, aren’t you?’ 

Carolyn Powell was visibly taken aback by his subdued manner. ‘You no 
longer command Moon Base Alpha,’ she told him. ‘Your authority has 
passed over to me.’ 

Koenig smiled. ‘Has it?’ 

She shifted uncomfortably in her seat. She could feel something 
uncomfortable happening to her. It was her power waning. 

She asserted herself. ‘From now on, I decide. You obey.’ 

Koenig shook his head. He advanced towards her, arms outstretched. 
‘Carolyn, I know what you want,’ he said gently And he meant it. 


‘Do you?’ she asked nervously. 

“You want us to hate you. To attack you so you can use the energy of our 
minds to build your strength...’ 

Enthroned in her Chair of Power, she glared angrily at him. 

Koenig continued. ‘But it isn’t going to work. We don’t fear you, or 
reject you...’ 

Helena moved to his side, and now she too began to work on Carolyn, 
just as she had on Koenig not an hour before. Even Carolyn, she now 
realized guilitly, was a patient and could be saved. “There’s nothing alien in 
your powers,’ she said comfortingly. ‘Some of it is in all our minds. I don’t 
think you meant to use it for evil — not at first.’ She paused dramatically. 
“We ask you to come back to us — use your powers for the good of Alpha.’ 

The Space Amoeba heaved and shook in fury. The powers that it had 
gambled were being taken away. It quivered wrathfully. Noooo... it hissed in 
Carolyn’s mind. Nooooo... don’t let them deceiveeeeee youuuuuuu... 

Carolyn trembled. ‘You want to trap me!’ she screeched at Helena. “You 
want to steal my powers. I rule Alpha now — and I will destroy you!’ She 
glared hatefully at them, concentrating her thoughts. 

Protected by his feelings of Love, Koenig was able to overcome being 
controlled. He continued to move fearlessly towards her. “You cannot harm 
us, Carolyn. There’s no hate or fear for you to latch on to. The only one you 
can hurt is yourself.’ 

Carolyn’s face twisted in frenzy. “Then hate me!’ she shrieked. 

“We can’t do that. We don’t have hate in us.’ He and Helena were within 
touching distance of her distraught figure. 

‘Hate me! Hate me!’ The Amoeba’s fingers clutched spasmodically 
inside her, tearing her cells apart as its precious energy drained away from 
it. 

‘We only have love for you, Carolyn... don’t we, Helena? —Tony? — 
Sahn?’ Koenig looked around the Centre for support. 

‘I don’t hate you, Carolyn...’ Helena told her softly. 

Verdeschi climbed to his feet, free of enslavement. ‘I don’t hate you, 
Carolyn...’ he said. He now felt concern. 

‘I don’t hate you, Carolyn...’ Sahn said tearfully from her console. Her 
being ached with Love for the Human side of the Death Woman’s mind. 


‘Hate... me... you must hate me...’ Carolyn begged pitifully as she slowly 
sagged to the Command Console. 

The Centre grew alternately cold and hot. Sudden winds flushed through 
it. They abated as quickly as they had arisen, as Carolyn’s despotic madness 
gradually left her. 

She dropped to the floor, unconscious, and they picked her up and 
cradled her in their arms. 

Verdeschi snatched up the container that imprisoned Maya and released 
her. The tiny caterpillar converted to a bright light and the attractive 
Psychon, much relieved, resolved herself again in front of their eyes. She 
was gasping for breath, and the first thing she did was to embrace 
Verdeschi. 

From Sahn came a shout of joy. ‘The field... it’s dying!’ 

Koenig left Helena with Carolyn and took over his command Chair. He 
noticed the readings. The bleeps of the oscilloscope got weaker, and as he 
watched they faded almost away. 

He spoke gravely to the others. ‘It’s still there. Whatever it is, it’s still 
there. We must have knocked it for six... but it could still revive.’ He came 
to a quick decision. “The only way to beat it is to join it and make some 
first-hand investigations.” He got through to Alan Carter in the Eagle 
Reception Area. 

While the others stopped what they were doing he made an 
announcement which shocked them. ‘Alan, prepare Eagle Ten for 
immediate take-off.’ 


PART TWO 


‘Champions of Space’ 


CHAPTER ONE 


The Space Amoeba ebbed, as though dead. 

Its listless seas of cosmoplasm seemed almost at rest... like the lull before 
a storm. Yet there was no energy left for a storm to be produced. There was 
only the smallest glimmerings of energy... tiny granules of power spread 
over its vast body. 

It had been defeated. Its devices had been foiled. 

It had only schemed to keep itself alive. It had no morals. It had done 
only what it had to. 

Even its anger had gone. It was too weak to show emotion of any kind. To 
all intents and purposes it was dead. 

Yet, a simple awareness of itself still existed. 

It was the awareness of the dying that they are dying and that they have 
to fight to stay alive. 

It was a crude, elemental impulse to gather together its wide-flung 
energy and concentrate it at its centre. 

It shrank in on itself. Its edges began to wither and break away. 

From a million, rarified kilometres in length it abbreviated itself to a 
mere fifty thousand kilometres of truncated explosive life-force. 

Its sentient thinking faculties returned and with the inspiration that is 
sometimes born of desperation — desperation formed from the knowledge 
that this would be the very last chance it would get to acquire the energy it 
needed to regain its lost youth — it became brilliant. 


The Endless Journey. The journey of the Runaway Moon over which they 
had no directional control — which swept them indifferently to their glory or 
their deaths... 

They were caught on a cosmic treadmill — unable to step off for fear of 
dying — treading to save their tiny, scrawny lives. The treadmill was the 
most vicious tester of perseverence and skills that any man had known. The 
Great Journey on which they had unwillingly embarked had to be appeased 


and satisfied by their struggles. It was like a god, demanding their energies 
and their faith and caring nothing at all whether they lived or perished. 

So Koenig philosophized to himself as he took Eagle Ten off the launch 
pad and rose among the billion stars. 

He was in a perverse, ironical mood. The irritation that had characterized 
him earlier, had gone. He felt, as he often did, curiously amused by the 
Alphan’s predicament. Irony was his protection from going insane. 

All around him lay the weakened Space Field. He switched on his 
monitor and gazed through it at the crowded stars. His instruments told him 
that the Field was emanating a Lambda Wave Formation so feeble that it 
could not affect a space bug... if such a thing as a space bug existed, he 
joked to himself. Yet, at any moment, it might erupt into life, and their grim 
battle for survival in the depths of Space would flare desperately again. 


In an intensive care cot in the Medical Centre, enclosed by a plastic bubble, 
another equally poignant drama was going on. It was a miniscule drama by 
comparison. The bubble kept out germs and impurities; it prevented any 
life-forms that might be detrimental to the creature within from entering. 

Helena Russell gazed dolefully at the helpless, mongol-like child inside. 
Carolyn Powell was sleeping. Her face was young and innocent-looking, 
uncreased. 

‘For you, everything has gone,’ she said softly to the figure. ‘Your 
powers, your memory, even your speech. You’re like a newborn child. 
You’ll have to grow up, all over again...’ 

After checking the gently humming faces of the electronic watch-dogs 
guarding and keeping her patient alive, she turned savagely away and 
clenched her hands tightly. She wished it were the other way round — she 
wished it were Koenig in the cot and Carolyn Powell in the Eagle Ten. 

Intuition told her that the Commander was in danger. Perhaps there were 
remnants of Lambda Waves lingering in the air that gave her the powers of 
precognition to know that something was wrong. 

She checked herself. Koenig was doing his job, just as she was doing 
hers; just as everyone on the Moon Base was doing his. In their perilous 
world there was little time, place or justification for sentiment... yet all the 
same, she wished desperately that Koenig had taken someone with him. 


True Commander that he was, he had refused to endanger more lives than 
necessary. 

She found that she was almost waiting for bad news — when it came. The 
monitor on the wall bleeped furiously and Sahn’s face appeared on it. 
White-faced, Helena streaked across the room to answer it. ‘Yes?’ 

“The Commander is in some kind of trouble...’ 

She didn’t wait to hear the rest but fled out of the Medical Centre. 


From the standpoint of Tony Verdeschi the picture that was coming in over 
the Big Screen was utterly insane. There was no two ways about it. 

He listened incredulously to the broadcast. 

“WHAYEEEEEEEFE!!!... WHOOOOOOOOO!!!.. 
WOWEEEEEEEEE!!!...’ 

He listened with more than a degree of disapproval — and some worry. 
Primarily, he was overwhelmed by the sheer outlandishness and 
impossibility of what he saw and heard occurring. 

The manic shouts and screams of joy were coming from the Pilot Section 
of Eagle Ship Ten. 

Commander John Koenig, who was in it, seemed to have completely 
freaked-out. 

“WHAAAAAAAAAAAA!!!,., 
WOWOWOEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!!!!...’ 

For a start, the whoops and exclamations were embarrassingly juvenile. 
Secondly, whatever had possessed their Commander was downright 
dangerous. Not only was Koenig acting madly — so was the Eagle Ship he 
was commanding. It was undergoing a series of wild yaws and rolls, each 
more reckless than the last. Every eccentric manoeuvre that it took brought 
the Eagle closer to the Moon Base buildings on the lunar surface — and 
closer to certain disaster. 

‘John! Cut that out!’ he shouted angrily into the communicator on the 
Command Console in front of him. There was no response. The berserk 
pilot seemed not to be able to hear him. ‘John! Can you hear me?!’ he asked 
urgently. “‘What’s going on up there?’ 

He turned to Sahn, who had been monitoring the whole operation while 
he had been in the Engineering Workshops talking with Pete Garforth. 


“What happened?’ 

The attractive, dark-skinned operator shrugged and shook her anxious 
face. ‘He was OK... he made a number of standard reports...’ She flicked 
over pages on her note pad. ‘The last report he made was of an increase in 
the neutron count of the Space Field.’ 

“Then what?’ Helena asked gravely. 

‘Then... he went completely mad,’ Sahn nodded at the Big Screen. 

The Eagle bucked crazily and Koenig’s altered voice came over the 
loudspeakers again: ‘Woweee! You’ve got to try this! You really have to fly 
this baby!’ 

‘He’s gone senile!’ Helena told them, horrified. 

‘Hallelujah! There are angels everywhere...!’ 

The Eagle dived suddenly down, its retro-rockets blazing. It came to 
within a few kilometres of the Base and screamed upwards again. 

Verdeschi flinched, awaiting impact. Something had to be done. He 
spoke into his communicator. ‘Eagle Two stand by. Alan! Ehrlich! Full 
emergency equipment!’ He turned to Helena, but he didn’t need to alert her. 
She raced back out of the Command Centre to put her Medical Team on 
standby. 

Eagle Ten nose-dived again. Its reptillian snout careened Moonwards 
towards three large, dome-shaped structures well apart from the other 
Alphan buildings on the rocky lunar horizon. 

‘He’s heading for the Nuclear Waste Dumps!’ Sahn yelled out. 

‘He’s too low! He’Il hit one of them!’ Verdeschi rejoined. He screamed at 
Koenig down the channel he had open: ‘John — get out of there! That’s 
lethal!’ 

Sahn struggled with her controls and managed to get a picture of 
Koenig’s face on the Big Screen. The Commander was grinning and 
shouting at the fuzzy image of Verdeschi on his control panel monitor. He 
was singing an old Salvation Army song: ‘Come and join us! Come and 
join us!’ 

The Screen divided into two, and now on one half of it they could see 
Koenig; on the other half they could watch the Eagle’s chaotic progress. At 
the last moment it zoomed upward, missing the atomic domes by only a few 
metres. 


Verdeschi whistled with relief. While he was waiting for Eagle Pilot Alan 
Carter and Nuclear Scientist Joe Ehrlich to take off in Eagle Two, he called 
Jack Bartlett from the High Energy Physics Section. Bartlett, a big, 
authoritative Nuclear Scientist who was head of his section, arrived about 
five minutes later. He took one look at the screen and shook his big head in 
dismay. Koenig’s Eagle was repeatedly buzzing the three waste domes. 

‘Jack, you designed those nuclear waste domes,’ Verdeschi said. ‘If he 
hits one, the Moon blows up, right?’ 

Bartlett took a deep breath. ‘Fortunately, no.’ 

Verdeschi looked puzzled. ‘A direct hit on a dome wouldn’t cause a 
nuclear explosion?’ 

‘No. That would need a specific stimulation with atomic fuel. An Eagle 
crashing into a dome could give us a radiation leak — that would be bad 
enough.’ 

Verdeschi took in the information. As well as the possible radiation 
leakage, there was Koenig’s safety to consider. Helplessly, he watched the 
screen. The berserk pilot was taking the Eagle on more hair-raising dives. 

‘He can’t get away with it! He’s going to crash!’ he exclaimed. He got 
back on to the crew of Eagle Two. ‘Eagle Two, blast off!’ 

As he spoke, a new angle appeared on the lower half of the screen. Eagle 
Two rose sedately from its launch pad. ‘Head for the Nuclear Waste Domes 
but stay out of his way,’ he instructed the pilots. ‘In case he hits a dome, 
you’ ll need anti-contamination suits.’ 

‘It’s taken care of,’ Alan Carter’s disembodied voice came back to him. 

‘And fire protection,’ Ehrlich’s voice added. 

Koenig’s face still occupied the upper half of the screen. His eyes burned 
with a strange luminosity... an innocence that they must have had in them as 
a child. He gripped the controls in front of him with whitened knuckles. On 
the lower portion of the screen his Eagle could be seen in the background, 
taking another nose-dive. 

Verdeschi paled. ‘John, can you hear me?’ he implored. 

Koenig’s mouth set in a thin, determined line. ‘Get your heads down, Big 
Daddy’s coming in!’ The Eagle buzzed the furthermost dome. This time, 
the tip of one of the legs hit the dome. It broke off, and the craft slewed 
round. 


Brought suddenly back to grim reality, Koenig began wrestling with the 
controls. The thin veneer of madness that had possessed him had shattered. 
But it was too late. Before he could cut out the powerful retro-rockets, the 
Eagle propelled itself along its new trajectory — into the lunar surface. In 
horror, the Alphans watched the survey ship bounce once, then disappear in 
a cloud of dust and debris. The lower half of the screen blanked out as 
communication with the ship ceased, and a deathly silence fell in the 
Command Centre. 

‘Alan! Ehrlich!’ Verdeschi whispered hoarsely. 

“We see him!’ Ehrlich’s desperate voice called back. 

“We’re going in!’ Carter announced. 

A tearful Sahn made visual contact with the wrecked Eagle by activating 
the powerful zoom cameras mounted on the roof of the Observation 
Building — the tallest of the Moon Base’s surface buildings. 

The dust had cleared somewhat, and looming through the clouds came 
the outline of the landed Eagle. The ship did not appear to be damaged. It 
seemed to have landed in the swirling dust of its own volition. Only a thin 
column of black smoke streaming out from a rupture in its side told of the 
inferno that must be blazing within it. 


CHAPTER TWO 


The pallid, drawn face of the commander lay enfolded in the white sheets of 
a Medical Centre bed. His body was perfectly still, and seemed scarcely to 
breathe. A maze of wires and tubes led from him — some carrying weak 
signals of his various bodily functions to the detectors, others feeding in 
precious blood and chemical drips. 

Equally drawn and pale, Helena worked by his side. She was helped by 
Doctor Ben Vincent. Maya and Tony Verdeschi stood nearby, the latter 
having decided to spend a few minutes of his ill-spared time away from his 
new Command duties. Now that Koenig had been incapacitated again, he 
had had to take over control once more. 

‘He was lucky.’ Vincent scrutinized one of the madly-bleeping 
instruments faces. ‘He was strapped in. His helmet absorbed a lot of the 
impact.’ 

‘So he’s OK?’ Verdeschi asked hesitantly, drawing closer to them. 

Helena shook her head glumly. ‘No, he’s not. He’s got severe concussion. 
The monitors show it’s very deep.’ 

“That’s why we’re trying this.” Vincent straightened up and tapped the 
instrument in front of him with a well-mailicured nail. 

Maya frowned. ‘What is it?’ 

‘It’s a cerebral feedback,’ the doctor replied. He thrust his hands into his 
white coat pockets, but despite an air of casualness he kept a shrewd eye on 
the waves crackling across the screen. ‘It takes your brain impulses, 
modifies them, then feeds them back into the brain. It’s like a brain massage 
— electronic.’ 

‘I’ve never known you use it before,’ the Psychon probed. Helena looked 
up, bothered. 

‘It’s still experimental,’ she told her. 

‘Then you don’t know what side effects it may have! The human brain...’ 
Maya began, showing extreme surprise. 

Helena cut her off, her irritation mounting. ‘Maya, I know as much about 
the human brain as you do!’ 


“Then you must know the risk if you use an unproven machine,’ Maya 
replied. She had joined Vincent and was studying the controls of the new 
machine. As Scientific Officer, she had a good grasp of instrumentation. 

‘I know the risk if I don’t.’ Helena spoke as calmly as she could. ‘We 
could lose John!’ She bent over Koenig, operating delicate machinery close 
to his head. 

Maya left off, knowing that this was neither the time nor the place to 
argue. If Helena was right about the Brain Impulse Machine being the only 
chance Koenig had, then they had no option but to use it. 

Vincent changed the subject. ‘Is there any radiation leak from the dome 
he hit?’ he asked Verdeschi. 

‘I’m sending Alan with Bartlett and Ehrlich to do a full twenty-four hour 
scan on the site — they’re the experts,’ Verdeschi replied. He paused. ‘Do 
we know what happened to John up there?’ 

Vincent shook his head. ‘We haven’t a clue. The Lambda Effect is 
minimal now — but the possibility exists that John may never have 
recovered properly from his exposure to them. Maybe...’ He looked 
unhappily around the Centre at them, ‘... maybe none of us have.’ 

Verdeschi returned thoughtfully to the Command Centre. Abjectly, he 
stared at the graceful shape of Eagle Two blasting off again from its launch 
pad. He followed it with the external cameras and watched Carter bring it 
down adjacent to the three domes and the wrecked Eagle Ten. The dust had 
cleared, and still the broken Eagle looked surprisingly intact. Yet it had 
burned through, from end to end, and John Koenig had only just been 
rescued from it in time. 

He watched Carter and the two nuclear scientists climb out of Eagle Two 
and walk clumsily towards the domes in their space suits. They carried 
geiger counters and as they went, scanned the jagged outcrops of Moon 
rocks for sign of radiation. The domes were all that remained of the nuclear 
dumps which Mankind had left years before on the lunar surface. Most of 
the dumps had been built on the Moon’s ‘dark side’ — when the Moon had a 
Sun to light its other side. These three dumps were the oldest and they had 
been built on the ‘light side’ — the side that had once faced Earth — before a 
new Atomic Waste Policy had been introduced. It had been decided that the 
wastes were potentially so deadly that they could not be left anywhere near 
the space colony. 


The nuclear waste had been accumulated in the first place by foolish 
Earth governments who had seen atomic energy as the quickest way out of 
the Earth energy crisis of the Seventies and Eighties. The waste was so 
pernicious to any kind of proteinaceous life that it had to be stored for tens 
of thousands of years before it would be rendered safe. Mankind had paid 
the price of his folly handsomely — and so had the Alphans, Verdeschi 
thought grimly. They were still feeling the after-effects now — living in fear 
of a thing which should never have been allowed in the first place. 

Tiranium, which the Moon Base used for its fuel, was a different 
question. Tiranium was radio-active, but it was a much more efficient kind 
of fuel, which left no waste except harmless gases. It had been a fortunate 
find. There were even dangers from this — the dangers of explosion, and the 
dangers of hi-jack by life-forms in need of such a fuel for themselves. 

Verdeschi wondered if there had been any special significance in 
Koenig’s repeated attacks on the domes which he made before he crashed 
the Eagle Ship. Was it possible that the Space Field, weak though it was, 
could have had a hand in sending the Commander round the bend... with the 
intention of getting him to bring about a nuclear explosion? If so, why? 

Carter and the two scientists had finished scanning the domes and now 
set out to check the wreckage of the Eagle. Verdeschi brought out his 
comlock and punched Carter’s frequency. ‘Alan, any problems at the 
nuclear waste dumps?’ he asked. 

Carter’s voice came back over his helmet radio. ‘No problems... the 
damage was superficial. The nuclear waste is stable.’ 

‘For how long?’ The Security Chief was relieved. 

There was an amused pause. Then, wryly: ‘Centuries... unless some fool 
drills a hot plutonium rod into one of the domes.’ 

Verdeschi grunted. He broke off the communication as a bleep sounded 
on his console monitor. Helena’s face appeared on it, looking much happier. 

‘How is he?’ Verdeschi asked, before she could speak. 

‘He’s fine... he’ll be jumping about like a fire-cracker soon!’ She 
managed a smile. 

‘Great!’ Verdeschi enthused. He smacked his hand down on the arm of 
the Command Chair. ‘When can we expect him to start jumping?’ 

‘Not too soon,’ Helena replied quickly. ‘He’s OK while he’s on this new 
equipment. At the moment it’s taken over his functioning. It may be some 


time until he is able to survive on his own.’ 

Verdeschi nodded. ‘I see. Well, we’ll just have to be patient. Thanks 
Helena.’ He sat back, thoughtful once more as the doctor’s face faded from 
the small screen. 

The radiation monitoring team had finished scanning the crashed Eagle 
Ship and the three bulky figures were walking awkwardly back across the 
bleak lunar terrain towards the safety of Eagle Ship Two. 


Koenig had been right, he thought savagely. They couldn’t sit back and 
assume that the Space Field was inactive. The Lambda Waves were still 
weak, but while the field was at all present, they had to be on their guard. It 
was a game of nerves, waiting for something adverse to occur. Something... 
but what, and from what direction? He wished Koenig were off the bloody 
mother of a machine. 

He glanced around the Command Centre. It was a normal scene. Alphan 
operators sitting down behind their consoles, busily operating the 
computerized Moon Base, keeping it all going with little flicks of switches 
and yards of print-out to read and log... 

Perhaps he was worrying too much. Perhaps there was nothing... He 
watched a frown cross Sahn’s face as the Indian operator checked her 
readings, then started. 

A sudden chill descended on him. Something happened... happened to his 
thinking. He didn’t know what it was. It was a kind of muggy, almost 
attractive feeling of mindless happiness... 

He shook his head and the feeling seemed to clear. But even though it 
seemed to go, Verdeschi half-sensed that the effect it had on him had been 
permanent. He wasn’t quite the same person any more. 


“We have something on radar!’ Sahn exclaimed. ‘Approaching fast!’ 

Verdeschi acted swiftly. He cleared the Big Screen of the image of Eagle 
Ten, now blasting off towards its launch pad, and got Sahn to replace it with 
a picture of the object she had detected. 

A picture of stars came on the screen. 

‘How far out?’ Verdeschi asked, puzzled by the lack of a visual target. He 
felt uncomfortable. Most probably the Force Field was up to its usual 


diaphanous tricks again. 

‘Five million kilometres and closing... at fifty thousand kilometres a 
second!’ 

That explained it. ‘I want it on the Big Screen as soon as you pick it up,’ 
he told Sahn. He brought his comlock out again and re-opened the channel 
with Carter. ‘There’s something else coming in. Get down fast, Alan.’ 

He watched the Big screen impassively. 

‘On visual now,’ he heard Sahn say after a minute or so. He frowned, 
peering at the myriad points of star-light for sign of something moving. He 
wouldn’t necessarily see it immediately. If it were heading straight at them, 
and if it were reflecting light, it would seem to be a point of light gradually 
expanding itself as it drew closer. 

All at once, he saw it. As he had supposed, a point of dullish light. He 
reached for the communicator button that would put him through to the 
Medical Centre, but then resisted. Although he needed John with him now 
he couldn’t have him. 

The object grew in size, only dimly discernible against the blackness of 
Space in between the crowded stars. There were no suns bright enough 
nearby for it to be illuminated more greatly. 

‘It’s a ship...” someone in the Centre said. 

There was dead silence as the Alphans watched the screen, open- 
mouthed. 

A huge star ship, its speed now drastically reduced, came into resolution. 
It was Zeppelin-shaped, with massive fins and wings, obviously intended to 
carry a generation or two of life-forms. Probably it had journeyed for 
rnillenia, seeking a planet to colonize, or... 

Verdeschi stopped himself speculating. It was not the reality of what he 
was saying that arrested him. The ship was indeed that kind of a ship. It was 
the casualness of his speculating. He had completely taken for granted that 
the ship’s styling was that of an early Terran star-ship. It was from Earth. 

‘It’s a... a Superswift!’ he gasped aloud, fumbling for the word. 

‘Tt can’t be...” Sahn said, feeling bewildered. 

‘Tt is, I tell you...’ He leaned forward in excitement. 

‘It never got off the drawing board,’ another operative commented 
cautiously. 


Verdeschi considered. The man was right... but... he felt optimistic. The 
sight of this Earthship was cheering. ‘It didn’t get off the drawing board 
while we were down on Earth, no — but things must have changed...’ 

‘Physics hasn’t changed. That’s what I mean,’ the other replied. 

‘How do we know what’s been happening on Earth?’ Sahn asked. 

An enthusiastic babble of voices started up from around the consoles. 

‘It could be from Earth!’ someone cried. 

‘It’s like the drawings of the Superswift!’ another agreed. 

‘How do we know how far they’ve got on Earth?’ 

‘Looks like human technology to me!’ 

Verdeschi listened to them. He felt like joining in the general euphoria. 
But optimism or no, he had the welfare of the Moon Base in his care, and 
he had to act responsibly. He stopped them with an upraised hand. ‘It can’t 
be from Earth. We’ve no contact with Earth. We’ve been through at least 
two space warps, and we’ve been travelling for a good five years or more. 
Earth could never hope to find us.’ 

The faces in front of him looked disappointed. 

“Whatever that thing is out there, don’t let’s get sentimental about it...’ 

He was about to continue with his speech, when Sahn cut in: ‘Tony! It’s 
moving in to land!’ 

‘Uh?’ he asked instead. ‘Give me a hailing channel.’ 

Sahn obliged him, and he began to address the strange ship. ‘Moon Base 
Alpha to... to Space Ship. Identify yourself. Identify yourself.’ 

The big, swollen nose of the Superswift loomed closer. There was no 
reply. 

Verdeschi snapped at a button in front of him. ‘Weapons Section — arm 
all lasers.’ 

A moment later the reply came back. ‘AII lasers armed.’ 

The Alphans in the Command Centre watched nervously as the great ship 
landed. It settled on a launch pad. In the foreground, the dish-shaped collar 
of a laser gun swivelled around and trained itself on the silent vessel. 

‘Moon Base to Space Ship.’ Verdeschi tried again to make contact. 
‘Identify yourself. Identify yourself.’ 

There was another silence. Then Sahn cried: ‘They’re trying to come 
through!’ She pressed a number of buttons. 


The picture of the Superswift on the Big Screen disappeared. It was 
replaced suddenly by the broadly-smiling features of a young man. 

Verdeschi felt a sudden stab of yearning. Caution went to the wind. 

‘Guido!’ he cried in a voice filled with emotion. 

The man on the screen was handsome and obviously Italian, like 
Verdeschi. He laughed a warm laugh of delight, flashing a set of perfectly 
white teeth. His laughter fell welcomely on ears that had not heard a human 
stranger’s laugh in years, and that thought they would never hear one again. 

Verdeschi turned to the Alphans with a mixture of pride, excitement and 
delirious happiness. 

‘It’s Guido! It’s my brother Guido!’ 


CHAPTER THREE 


The scene inside the Command Centre looked to Verdeschi like a post- 
atomic reception partly for the survivors of a nuclear war. The normally 
formal and non-descript control room was milling with Alphans and a host 
of visiting friends and relatives who had suddenly arrived on the Superswift 
They were hugging and clasping one another, and ardently shaking hands. 
The sight of the Earth costumes and the music of Earth voices was sheer 
bliss after the standardized tunics and the dull regulations of the Moon 
Base. 

On the screen, Guido, his old rogue of a younger brother, had looked 
good enough. In the flesh, he looked positively exquisite. A warm, golden 
feeling of euphoria swept repeatedly over Verdeschi as he and Guido 
clasped one another in a succession of mad Italian, back-thumping 
embraces. 

‘Guido!’ the Alphan sobbed, tears streaming down his face. 

‘Tony!’ his brother rejoined, likewise afflicted. 

The happy scene was surveyed by Clive Kander from the Moon Base 
Records Unit. The cold, indifferent eye of his small video movie camera 
swivelled about, this way and that, recording the once-in-a-lifetime event 
for posterity — and for analysis. 

He captured Alan Carter, standing on tip-toe amid the throng, looking 
above the heads of the crowd for someone he knew. It seemed that everyone 
on Alpha had a visitor. His face cracked into sudden recognition, and he 
charged through the fray towards a rugged, fair-haired man dressed in suede 
cowboy suit and big leather boots. ‘Ken! Ken Burdett!’ he cried. 

The man called Ken had been chatting up Maya, and turned round when 
he heard his name called. As he saw Carter he raised both fists in the air and 
let out a holler of welcome. When the Australian pilot had come within 
punching distance, he brought one of his big, hairy fists down and aimed a 
blow at his shoulder. 

Carter blocked it good-naturedly, and retaliated. 

‘Still keeping that guard up, Carter!’ Ken Burdett grinned. 


‘I’ve still got the Houston Base Championship, Cobber,’ the overjoyed 
pilot replied. 

‘Only because I couldn’t get up here for a re-match!’ Burdett scoffed. 

The tiny camera of the Records Unit’s man panned round and caught 
another poignant reunion. A bewildered Helena Russell had just caught 
sight of two old colleagues and was waving furiously at them. One was a 
distinguished, slightly stooped, sandy-haired man in his early forties. The 
other was a rather haughty, sensuous-looking woman who might have 
stepped straight out of an important Board Meeting. 

‘Diana! Dr Shaw!’ the doctor called. ‘Over here!’ 

The haughty woman waved back vaguely, but responded no further, 
continuing instead with her search of the faces in the room. Obviously she 
had not yet found who she sought. But the distinguished Dr Shaw beamed 
broadly when he saw Helena, and came over to her at once. They hugged 
one another affectionately, and then withdrew. They began talking earnestly 
about old times. 

In another corner of the Command Centre, Sahn and a newcomer rushed 
into each other’s arms and began kissing fiercely. ‘Peter, Peter, Peter!’ the 
Indian operative exclaimed passionately. She shook her head and cried 
openly as they kissed. They gratified a long-lost relationship that had been 
cruelly broken when it had been at its peak. 

Joe Ehrlich stroked his chin and gazed amusedly about him. All at once 
he spotted someone, and raised a finger of recognition in the air. 

‘Henry, you old hound dog!’ he exclaimed warmly, as an older, sporting 
type dressed in a chequered tweed suit approached him. ‘Henry’ shook 
hands with equal fervour. 

‘How’s your handicap?’ he asked, breaking from the embrace and 
miming a golf swing. 

‘I can put a ball in a crater from 1600 yards!’ Ehrlich laughed and 
slapped him on the back. 

The haughty woman continued with her search, standing at the back of 
the crowd and peering into the midst of it. She looked distinctly puzzled. 

Another pan of the camera caught Ben Vincent. He was standing with a 
vivacious black girl. They were holding each other at arms length, gazing 
happily into one another’s eyes. 


‘Louisa!’ he smiled, slowly shaking his head in wonder. ‘I’ve been a long 
time waiting, Baby.’ 

Louisa agreed, squeezing his hands and gazing adoringly at him. ‘We 
took a left instead of a right.’ 

He nodded. ‘Did you make that physiotherapy major?’ 

‘Absolutely did!’ she cried, her eyes alight with delight. A look of mock 
concern suddenly crossed her face and she let go of him and reached up 
towards his neck. ‘You got any knots you want cracking?’ 

He nodded again, going along with the game. He placed her hand on his 
neck. ‘Just there,’ he said. ‘It’s been hurting me like hell.’ 

They burst out laughing and began hugging one another tightly. 

Followed by too many admiring eyes, yet unbefriended as such, Maya 
walked hastily towards Verdeschi and grabbed his arm. Verdeschi smiled 
and introduced her to his brother. ‘Maya, this is my brother, Guido.’ 

At once Guido became over-attentive. He took her casually-offered hand 
and bowed graciously low. ‘His younger brother and his smarter brother 
and his handsomer brother...’ he announced. ‘At your-disposal.’ 

Verdeschi laughed. ‘In every way he’s a poor second!’ 

Guido feigned hurt and straightened up. He opened his palm and held it 
in front of Verdeschi. ‘Put it there, old buddy.’ 

Verdeschi’s eyebrows raised in a gesture of anguished resignation. He 
shrugged and complied. ‘Certainly, old buddy.’ They clasped right hands 
together and squeezed in an Indian-style wrestling hold. They strained and 
grunted. Finally, red-faced, they both let go, neither able to gain the 
advantage. 

Maya pretended amazement. Inwardly she was flattered by all the 
attention she was receiving. ‘Is it always like this between you?’ she asked. 

Guido grinned. ‘No. Usually I dominate him effortlessly.’ 

‘He has to have his little fantasies,’ Verdeschi replied. ‘It has to do with 
the fact that I always stole his girls.’ 

‘He could never get any of his own,’ the younger man cracked. 

‘He’s a cab driver,’ Verdeschi countered. 

‘I captain the Superswift that brought us here!’ Guido cried, turning to 
Maya to impress upon her this fact. 

‘It’s a miracle anyone made it,’ Verdeschi grinned. 


Maya seemed to take this more seriously. ‘How did you make it?’ she 
asked Guido. ‘In the current state of Earth’s science, it’s impossible. That 
Superswift project had to be scrapped because it was too ambitious.’ 

Guido tut-tutted. ‘You’ve all been away too long.’ 

‘T’ll second that!’ Verdeschi cried. 

‘Little old Earth has progressed,’ his brother went on. ‘Physics came up 
with a new wrinkle; we can now make loops in the continuum.’ 

The Security Chief snorted, still grinning wildly. ‘Don’t let him fool you, 
Maya. He hasn’t got the faintest idea what he’s talking about.’ 

Helena and the tall, pipe-smoking figure of Dr Shaw parted from the 
mutual monopoly they held over each other’s professional attention. They 
let into their circle a shiny-eyed Sahn and her somewhat overcome 
boyfriend in tow behind her. 

‘Dr Russell, this is Peter Rockwell,’ Sahn announced proudly. ‘He’s a 
pilot. We were going to be married when my tour of duty on Alpha ended.’ 

Peter Rockwell caught up with her and hugged her affectionately. He 
looked up at the two doctors. ‘I thought I’d lost her for good.’ 

Helena cocked her head and smiled knowingly at him. ‘Never under- 
estimate human inventiveness,’ she advised. 

Dr Shaw puffed on his pipe. ‘You always did take that view, Helena.’ 

Rockwell looked from one to the other. “You two knew each other 
before?’ 

‘Dr Shaw was my tutor at Medical School,’ Helena informed him. ‘He 
taught me everything I know.’ 

Her old tutor withdrew his pipe modestly from his mouth and gave a 
short laugh. ‘Oh, I wouldn’t say that!’ 

‘Not the details,’ Helena smiled fondly at him. ‘I mean in the real sense. 
What it is to be a doctor and not a technician. What it means.’ 

“You always were a dedicated young lady,’ Shaw puffed reflectively. 

His comment unintentionally made Helena feel depressed. ‘Dedication 
isn’t always enough,’ she murmured, turning her head imperceptibly aside. 

Sensing a sudden change in mood, Rockwell tugged at Sahn. He turned 
to Shaw and shook his hand. ‘Well, nice to meet you... and you too Doctor 
Russell.’ He shook her limp hand. Then he and Sahn drifted away into the 
mélée, brushing past a small, talkative man with a hump on his back as they 
did so. 


The little man turned in annoyance and watched them disappear out of 
reach. He turned back to face Jack Bartlett, the nuclear-physicist who 
designed the Nuclear Waste Dumps. ‘Bloody kids... where was I? Oh, yes, 
Rhinehart made the breakthrough at Cambridge.’ 

‘Cambridge, England?’ Bartlett stuck his head forward and his eyes 
bulged with astonishment. 

The hunch-back waved his arms in a gesture of impatience. ‘No, 
Massachusetts.’ Bartlett grunted bad-temperedly as he went on: ‘It means 
we can go anywhere in the Universe now. The journey back to Earth — well, 
it’s practically a bus-ride in Earth time.’ 

Bartlett allowed his temper to improve, caught once more by the 
enthusiasm which was sweeping through the Centre at the prospect of 
returning to the Mother Planet. But he didn’t want to sound over- 
enthusiastic to his colleague, so he nodded his head matter-of-factly. ‘It had 
to come, of course... Cambridge, Massachusetts, you say...>” 

‘Yes,’ Hunter replied smugly, and launched into a further tirade of facts 
and discoveries before the other could stop him. 

The roving camera lens swung back to observe Helena and _ her 
developing situation. She and Dr Shaw were the only ones present who 
seemed in a low key. She looked deeply unhappy; he looked concerned, and 
faintly exasperated. 

He thrust the briar back into his mouth and clenched it between his teeth. 
He puffed wildly on it. ‘I really hoped you’d put all that nonsense behind 
you,’ he admonished. 

She hung her head. ‘I’ve had a great deal of time to analyze it,’ she 
explained in a low voice. ‘If I’d been a bom doctor instead of a 
manufactured one I’d have had the right response.’ 

Dr Shaw jerked his pipe out of his mouth and almost struck it in the ear 
of the man standing next to him. ‘Helena, you are a born doctor!’ he cried. 
“When your father had his coronary you were only a first year intern.’ 

‘I was there in the house when it happened,’ she went on dourly. 

‘It was massive and without warning; how could you have hoped to have 
the answers?’ He drew closer to her and put his ascetically handsome face 
close to hers. 

Helena was still not convinced. ‘I haven’t lost many patients,’ she 
admitted, ‘but the first one had to be my father.’. 


‘He wasn‘ your patient, be told... and you weren’t qualified at the time.’ 
He drew his face away, and pursed his lips. He laid a hand on her arm. 
“You’re a doctor now.’ 

She sighed heavily, and looked up at her former tutor. She smiled faintly, 
grateful for his reassurance. 

A few groups away, Guido’s ostentatious voice could be heard rising 
above the general babble. ‘We’re just the scouting party,’ he said to 
Verdeschi and Maya. “The big transporters will be along soon and then it’s 
good-bye Moon for everyone.’ 

‘I can’t wait,’ Verdeschi replied exaltedly. ‘How’s Momma?’ 

“You know Momma — she’s making a mound of pasta the size of 
Vesuvius! And the sauce!’ He smacked his lips. 

His brother laughed. ‘I know; Everything in it but holy water!’ He looked 
seriously at Guido. ‘How did she take it when the news broke out — you 
know, that we’d blown away?’ 

Guido gave a big shrug, displaying the palms of his hands. ‘Three days of 
weeping. Then two weeks of calling the White House to demand action.’ 

Verdeschi burst out laughing again, well able to picture his mother 
angrily storming the presidential abode. 

‘Then she finally decided simply not to believe it,’ Guido continued, a 
trifle sadly. “The scientists were talking out of their navels as usual and it 
was just a matter of time.’ 

‘And Poppa?’ Verdeschi asked zealously. 

“He went quiet. And got thin.’ The other now looked downcast. 

‘Sure,’ Verdeschi nodded knowingly. 

The camera, propelled by Clive Kander, came into range and levelled 
itself at them. It broke the mounting sadness they were beginning to feel. 
‘Always with the camera, huh, Clive?’ the Security Chief commented. ‘Is 
there anything you don‘ get on tape?’ 

‘This is for the record!’ Kander’s voice issued enthusiastically from 
behind his weapon. ‘This little baby’s watching history being made.’ 

“There’s only one thing, Clive,’ Guido told him, grinning broadly as the 
lens caught him. 

‘Oh? What’s that?’ Kander asked casually, unperturbed. 

“You won’t get to be in the picture!’ 


Kander smiled and moved off to another group. On his way he caught 
sight of the haughty woman who appeared to have given up her search and 
was standing still. He filmed her briefly before bumping into Helena and Dr 
Shaw again. They seemed less depressed now. They were talking shop 
again, and picking up. 

“We’ve learned a lot about ourselves in our limited little world up here,’ 
Helena spoke softly. 

Dr Shaw’s puffs had become more sedate. ‘In what way?’ he asked. 

‘There’s a kind of Earth-sickness; like home-sickness. It’s almost a 
physical craving.’ 

‘Some of the early astronauts mentioned it,’ Shaw nodded, holding his 
stem firmly and staring into space. 

‘It’s like Antaeus, the Greek giant who was only strong when he was in 
contact with Earth.’ 

‘Hercules beat him by lifting him in the air.’ 

‘Some people here were like that. Without the Earth they just sickened 
and died. The rest of us adapted...’ She spied the haughty lady again, 
making her way towards them. She broke off the conversation. The other 
woman’s off-hand wave earlier on had brought back a series of none too 
appetizing memories. 

‘Oh, oh...’ she warned. 

Dr Shaw, for all his apparent abstractness had spotted her coming too. He 
frowned distantly. ‘Trouble?’ 

Helena nodded grimly. ‘She’s been looking for John ever since she came 
in. She knew John before I met him.’ 

‘Does that give her territorial rights?’ Shaw asked, suggestively, raising 
his eyebrows. 

‘Diana is like the Fifth Cavalry,’ Helena replied. ‘Wherever she plants 
her flag is home.’ 

“Yes... well... I think I’ll leave you to it,’ Dr Shaw with drew his pipe and 
slipped it in his top pocket. He wandered off aloofly to see who else he 
knew. 

‘Coward!’ Helena shouted after him. She turned abruptly, and changed 
her face in time to greet Diana the Predator. 

‘Helena, darling!’ the dark-haired woman droned, embracing her hastily. 
“We haven’t had a proper little talk.’ 


The two women fell apart. Helena recovered. ‘Oh, there’ll be plenty of 
time for that.’ 

“You poor dear!’ Diana exclaimed, casting her eyes over Helena’s tousled 
hair, leaving no crease or piece of fluff unnoticed. ‘It must have been 
terrible here! I mean it’s obviously been awfully wearing.’ 

Helena caught her meaning. ‘I think Space is hard on women generally. 
How long have you been Navigating Officer now?’ 

Diana’s face registered the hit. ‘Still, there’s something to be said for a 
marooned society: it limits the men’s choices.’ 

‘And the women’s opportunities. Would you like that?’ Helena asked 
quickly. 

The other woman purred, undeterred. ‘I’ve always made my own 
opportunities.’ 

‘So I’ve noticed. Some of us prefer them to come to us.’ 

‘But then you always were a bit of a mouse.’ 

“Whereas you were more like the trap.’ 

The facade started to crack. Diana threw in an underhand insult. ‘T think 
it’s so clever of you to have kept your hair the same old colour. Tell me, 
where do you find the peroxide up here?’ 

This one really did score, but Helena persevered with the childish patter 
for the sake of her standing with Koenig. ‘The peroxide comes from rocket 
fuel... I was just noticing your new nose.’ 

The vamp laughed coarsely and confidently threw back her head. She 
allowed herself to be admired. ‘And?’ 

‘I hope you didn’t throw the old one away.’ 

Diana reverted her head to its old position and smiled through her teeth. 
She seemed to lose interest in their conversation and her eyes pointedly 
roved the milling crowd again. ‘How do you get along with John Koenig?’ 

Helena was waiting. ‘Well, you know... in a small community one has to 
get on with everyone.’ 

‘Cosy.’ 

‘Isn’t it.’ 

‘Do you... still like him?’ Diana asked with affected in souciance. 

‘He’s everything you said he was,’ Helena replied with feigned 
sweetness. 

‘I’m glad you can second my opinion.’ 


‘In fact he’s even more than you said he was,’ Helena continued, sensing 
that she had now scored the largest mark. ‘There are depths in him which 
you evidently missed.’ 

‘I must look for him at once.’ Diana’s face grew urgent. 

‘I’ve got him on a brain machine,’ Helena told her honestly. 

‘How very wise of you, darling.’ 

She moved purposefully away, as though propelled by Helena’s uneasy 
stare. 


Deep in his dreamless limbo, Koenig’s life-impulses travelled on a 
desperate voyage of their own. They had not reached the end of their 
journey across the aeons of biologic existence back into the Light, but they 
were on the verge of doing so. 

Unaware even that he lived, or that there was any chance of salvation, his 
sightless, feelingless body lay in its cot attached to the masses of electronic 
life-lines. 

Unknowingly, at that moment his quiet body was being plundered by the 
nerveless fingers of a saboteur. Sandstrom, Medical Technician, was 
affected by the strengthening Psychic Waves that, unnoticed, had re- 
commenced their tidal invasion of the Moon Base. 

With mindless stealth, his blind, sightless eyes gazed at the wires and 
dials, and his fumbling fingers began feeling for the controls and began 
switching them off, one by one. 

While the festivities went on, Koenig went out. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


Louisa’s intent face gazed with admiration at a triumphant Ben Vincent. 
‘It’s a good, rational set-up,’ she told him encouragingly. 

‘We’ ve refined it constantly,’ the Doctor went on. ‘Commander Koenig’s 
an easy man to please — all he asks for is perfection.’ 

Louisa shook her head and flashed a wide-eyed smile. ‘I don’t remember 
you ever settling for less.’ 

“Yeah... well...’ Vincent coloured slightly. He remembered the intensity 
of the relationship he had had with Louisa. She had deliberately reminded 
him of it, and he itched to resume it at the earliest possible opportunity. 
Changing the subject, he began pointing out the instrumentation in the 
Command Centre which he thought might interest her. ‘That’s the master 
computer which provides video links throughout the Base.’ He pointed to 
several imposing banks of hardware which covered the wall behind him. In 
the centre was a monitor, and beneath it the legend MEDICAL CENTRE 
RELAY. Koenig’s cot, attended by the Medical Orderly, could be seen on it 
in a continuous broadcast. ‘And this is the medical console. From here we 
can remote-monitor any patient in the... Great Scott!’ 

He flung Louisa aside as he noticed what the orderly was in fact doing to 
Koenig. He fought his way desperately across the crowded Centre, watched 
by an astonished Louisa, and raced out of the open doors where groups of 
chatting people had overspilled. 


The corridor leading to the Medical Centre was quiet — as was the rest of 
the Moon Base apart from the Command Centre. Only Verdeschi’s Security 
Guards and other personnel performing essential services were to be seen. 
Ben Vincent fired his comlock at the Medical Centre doors. They slid 
smoothly open and he burst inside. Sandstrom was still in the process of 
‘switching off’ Koenig, and seemed not to notice the doctor. In fact, he was 
either deaf or inordinately engrossed in his work, Vincent thought. He 
landed a vicious karate chop on the back of the man’s neck and dragged the 
sagging body aside. He raced round the various medical control systems, 


switching them all back on. Most had been turned off, or had their leads 
unplugged, and Koenig seemed in a bad way. 

Helena ran breathlessly into the Centre. ‘Louisa told me...’ She noticed 
Sandstrom’s crumpled body on the floor and stopped short. 

Vincent looked grimly up at her from the face of one of the oscilloscopes 
registering Koenig’s heart rate. ‘Sandstrom was trying to kill the 
Commander,’ he said. 

‘Is John all right?’ She ran towards Vincent and peered over his shoulder 
at the instrumentation. A weak pulse blipped across the tube. 

‘He’s all right only because he was just about ready to wake up. If it had 
happened earlier...’ Vincent muttered, springing over to another panel and 
making some fine adjustments. 

‘But why?’ Helena asked, perplexed. 

As though to answer her question, the body on the floor twitched. 
Sandstrom reared a dazed head. ‘W... What happened?’ he asked. 

“What happened?!’ Vincent exploded. ‘You just tried to kill John 
Koenig!’ 

It was evident from the orderly’s increasing confusion that he 
remembered nothing of the incident. ‘Kill Koenig?’ He sat up, rubbing the 
back of his neck. He sat still for a moment. Then, as his memory returned, 
he transformed into a raging maniac. He leapt up and ran towards the Brain 
Impulse Machine. 

This time, Vincent was ready for him. He spun away from the controls 
and grabbed the frothing man in an armlock. ‘Kill Koenig!’ Sandstrom 
screamed, struggling violently. ‘I have to kill Koenig! He could destroy us 
all!’ 

He gasped and foamed. Helena moved quickly towards a trolley and 
loaded a syringe full of a powerful tranquilizer. She returned and jabbed it 
in the madman’s arm. 

‘Destroy us all...’ he gurgled, and slumped in Vincent’s hold, temporarily 
gone from the world. 

Vincent and Helena stared at one another, aghast. 


The diminutive Professor Hunter fished deeply in his inside pocket and held 
aloft a small bottle of Glen Grant whisky. He poured a generous measure 


into Jack Barlett’s proffered glass. ‘Scotch!’ he informed the amazed 
scientist proudly. 

The reunion was growing from strength to strength and glasses were out 
and chinking all around the Centre. In the main, the Alphans were content 
to drink the newly introduced brands, but some of the visitors were 
sampling Tony Verdeschi’s home-brewed beer — to everyone’s amusement. 

Guido excused himself from Maya and Verdeschi, who were toasting one 
another. He was intent on getting more bottles from the store that had been 
brought of the Superswift, but instead he bumped into Diana. 

‘Guido.’ She caressed his neck and shoulders. ‘Introduce me to the dish 
of the day!’ 

Guido grinned and turned back to face Verdeschi and the Psychon. He 
indicated his brother. ‘Certainly. This is my brother Tony. He comes with an 
order of ham on the side.’ 

He turned and moved off, sniggering. 

Diana’s eyes had briefly scanned the Security Chief and taken in an 
extremely desirable male. They then rested vampishly on Maya and fixed 
her with their stare of deception. ‘I’ll have a double portion.’ 

‘D’you think you should?’ Maya flashed her eyes over the other woman’s 
figure, inferring that the other ought to be careful about her weight. 

Verdeschi interjected hastily. ‘Oh, sorry!’ he apologized clumsily to 
Diana. ‘This is Maya; she’s a Psychon.’ 

Diana deliberately chose to misinterpret his introduction. ‘Don’t they 
have pills for that now?’ 

‘Psychon is another world,’ Maya replied coolly. ‘Like a great many 
other things it’s beyond your comprehension.’ 

“Maya is the last of her species,’ Verdeschi informed Diana. 

‘I’m not surprised.’ She turned her back dismissively on Maya and faced 
the Italian with a seductive smile. ‘Tell me — how do you manage to keep so 
fit up here?’ she asked pointedly. 

He was about to reply when a sudden, bright spindle of energy consumed 
the irate Psychon woman. She transformed herself into a medium-sized, 
green dinosaur-like creature with rows of glistening teeth. She leered 
savagely at Diana’s back, her jaws dripping a revolting azure slime on to 
her skirt. 

‘Maya!’ he chastized, ignoring Diana’s question. 


Diana looked strangely at her partner, then slowly turned to see what 
magnitude of event had distracted his attention from her irresistable 
personage. Maya had changed back to normal, and smiled innocently at her. 

The two women exchanged frozen smiles while Verdeschi looked around 
the Centre in embarrassment. Thankfully, he realized, that everyone had 
been too engrossed with one another to notice the little display of Dadaism. 

Diana turned back to him questioningly, but before she could open her 
mouth, Guido returned. He was empty-handed. He seemed to have changed 
his mind about the drinks and instead of giving, he took. He winked at 
Verdeschi and linked Maya’s arm, intimating to his brother that two women 
were too much for one man. While Verdeschi looked on in helpless alarm, 
he moved off with her, charming her with a display of his seductive patter. 

Verdeschi, who was no novice to social occasions of this sort, realized 
that by some sleight of communication Diana and Guido had somehow 
managed to work one on him. Feeling that his arts of diplomacy must have 
grown rusty during his long absence from Earth, he conceded defeat, and 
allowed a triumphant Diana to divert his attention back to her once more. 

‘And tell me — what do you do for relaxation around here?’ she asked 
warily. 

Once more, he was prevented from replying, this time by an unplanned 
interruption. The monitor on his console bleeped urgently and Helena’s 
strained features appeared on it. ‘Tony Verdeschi urgently to Medical 
Centre, please,’ she announced. 

‘Excuse me,’ Verdeschi muttered to Diana, brushing his way past her. 

“Surely...” she murmured sourly to his departing back. She shrugged, and 
turned her parasitic attentions elsewhere. But, like many party vamps, she 
now found herself completely on her own, staring at her drink in frustration. 


‘We are basically nuclear acids, of course,’ Maya explained the 
biochemistry of her fine, Psychon body to an eager Guido. ‘But not DNA or 
RNA, and not in helical spirals. You don’t really want to know about our 
biology, do you?’ 

Guido seemed almost to swoon. ‘Ah, I could listen to you talk about pig- 
farming in Nebraska!’ he exclaimed unromantically. But the point he made 
was intensely romantic. 


Maya looked at him with amusement. ‘This is known as “flirting” or 
“making a play”, isn’t that so?’ 

Guido looked suddenly abashed. ‘Didn’t you have that on Psychon?’ 

‘No,’ Maya told him firmly. ‘What did you do then?’ 

Maya laughed. ‘If I got to like you enough you’d find out.’ 

One of the men who had been following her about ever since the party of 
Earthmen had first stepped out of the travel tube, now appeared on the 
scene. Ignoring Guido, he announced himself to her. ‘Hi! My name’s Steve 
— ] hear you’re from Psychon. I’ve always had a special interest in that 
planet...’ 

Guido glared angrily at the nape of Steve’s neck. ‘You never heard of it 
before in your life!’ he growled. He was about to make more of the 
intrusion, when two more men arrived to join them. 

‘I’m Harry Miles,’ one of them informed Maya with a broad grin. ‘I just 
heard you were from Psychon.’ 

“Mac Stewart,’ the second man extended his hand to her. “They tell me 
you’re from Psychon...’ 

Guido threw up his hands in expasperation. ‘Mama mia!’ he exclaimed, 
and wandered off to find Verdeschi. 


The Security Chief was watching Helena and Vincent skilfully tending to 
the Brain Impulse Machine, gradually bringing their Commander back into 
the world of the living. Thoughts of the reception party were far from his 
mind. 

“What happened to John in the Eagle — d’you suppose it could have 
anything to do with Sandstrom going crazy?’ he asked the two doctors 
thoughtfully. 

‘It looks like we’re undergoing another attack of some kind,’ Helena 
admitted, absorbed by her task. 

“There’s no sign of... disease?’ he asked. 

Vincent looked up at him briefly. “There was no sign of virus or bacteria 
in John’s blood samples... nothing contagious, if that’s what you mean.’ He 
studied the control panel in front of him, and with precision turned one of 
the controls a hair’s breadth. He sighed with satisfaction. ‘Now... if you’ ll 


just hang on a minute...” He motioned to Helena and she complied by 
altering one of her controls. ‘I think... we... should have some results...’ 

As he spoke, the wave impulses on the oscilloscope tube in front of him 
increased rapidly. 

“We have a normal heartbeat!’ Helena clapped her hands. 

Anxiously, they leaned over the prone figure of the patient, watching for 
other signs of life. Koenig’s chest began to heave. They heard a regular 
exhalation of air from his parted lips. 

He awoke quickly. To their surprise, he grinned at them. 

‘How do you feel?’ Helena asked, taken aback. She glanced uncertainly 
at the others. 

“You tell me,’ Koenig replied. 

“You’re fine,’ she told him, pressing the palm of her hand to his forehead. 
He tried to get up. ‘Lie still,’ she said. 

She and Vincent removed the drips and electrodes from his head and 
body. Then they patched up the injection holes in his veins. 

‘All right,’ Helena said after they finished. ‘You can get up.’ 

Koenig sat up eagerly, as though his brush with death had had absolutely 
no after-effects on him at all. He rubbed his arms. ‘Well, what happened to 
the ship?’ he asked her. Verdeschi stood in the background, too amazed to 
speak. 

“Totalled. What happ...” Helena began. 

‘How long have I been out?’ Koenig interrupted urgently. 

‘Just over twenty-four hours...’ 

‘Twenty-four...!’ He stared disbelievingly at Vincent for confirmation. 

“You had a severe concussion. It’s astounding you’ve come round so 
quickly,’ Vincent told him. 

Helena tapped the Brain Machine. ‘Without this it could have been 
weeks.’ A look of pleading came into her eyes. ‘John, what happened up 
there?’ 

“What d’you mean “what happened”? Everyone must have seen — rocket 
malfunction!’ Koenig retorted. ‘Well, that’s what it was, wasn’t it?’ he 
asked when he noticed the puzzled glances they exchanged with one 
another. 

Helena nodded. ‘We’II talk about it later.’ 


Koenig accepted that the discussion was closed. He swung his legs off 
the bed and sat up properly. He smiled at them, noticing Verdeschi for the 
first time, and nodded at him. ‘So What’s new?’ 

Helena bit her lip. At first glance Koenig seemed whole and sound. Yet 
the rapid recovery he had made still confounded her. She decided that she 
would accept the evidence before her eyes. With a quickly conspiratorial 
grin at Verdeschi and Vincent, she replied to him casually: ‘Oh, nothing 
really... just a rescue expedition from Earth found us.’ 

‘Sure,’ Koenig nodded, grinning. ‘Just like that.’ 

“They came in a sort of Superswift.’ 

‘A Superswift?’ he asked with mock surprise. 

Helena laughed gaily, delighting in the game. ‘Tony’s brother captained it 
and Dr Shaw came along...’ 

‘Dr Shaw...’ Koenig repeated, nodding again. He rested his chin on his 
hands and nodded bemusedly at them. 

“You remember me telling you about Dr Shaw,’ Helena per sisted. 

“Very well indeed.’ 

‘And Sahn’s fiancé came...’ 

‘Sahn’s fiancé...’ 

‘And Professor Hunter...’ 

‘Professor Hunter...’ 

‘And Diana Morris...’ She waited for the reaction, which was quick. 

‘Diana Morris! Don’t even joke about that barracuda!’ 

Helena simply looked at him steadily by way of comment. It was no joke. 

‘Only... you’re not joking, are you?’ he asked, suddenly serious. 

She shook her head. Her eyes were moist with tenderness. 

“You really mean it!’ Koenig jumped up. ‘You mean that they... and 
somehow something worked... you mean they’ve got it licked?’ 

“Yes!’ Helena cried, flinging herself around his neck. 

“You mean they’re here!’ 

“Yes!” 

“We can make it back!’ 

“Yes!’ She smothered him with kisses. ‘Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, yes!’ 

He gave a wild whoop of joy and lifted her off her feet. He began 
swinging her madly around the Centre. 

Exhausted, he put her down and turned to Verdeschi. ‘Is it true?’ 


The Security Chief nodded, grinning crazily. Koenig slapped him on the 
back. He turned to Vincent and complimented him in the same way. ‘Then 
let’s join them!’ he cried. 

Together, arm in arm, they filed out of the Medical Centre. 


The warm, bubbly aura of pleasure that seemed to wash in and around them 
as they made their way along the corridor kept them in high spirits. 

“What’s more, you never told me you had such a big thing going with 
Diana Morris,’ Helena teased Koenig. She squeezed his hand, and glowed 
happily when he returned the affectionate application of pressure. 

‘I didn’t want to bore you with my romantic past,’ Koenig answered 
flippantly. 

‘I wouldn’t have thought she was your type.’ 

He grinned. ‘We were childhood sweethearts.’ 

Helena threw him an admonishing smile. ‘Diana Morris was never a 
child in her life.’ 

“We met in the jazz-ballet group at M.I.T.’ 

She punched him on the shoulder. ‘You liar!’ 

They had arrived at the corridor leading to the Command Centre. She 
was about to introduce him to the first of the visitors who were standing in 
groups chatting, when she felt Koenig suddenly stiffen. 

She, Vincent and Verdeschi let go of him in alarm. His whole body had 
become rigid and he was shaking. He was staring at the groups of people 
who had noticed him and had suddenly grown silent. He was staring at 
them in terror... and disgust. 

‘NO!’ he screamed. ‘NO-O-O!’ 

He put his hands to his face and hid the sight of them from his eyes. He 
stared dementedly out at them through his fingers. Verdeschi and Vincent 
moved towards him in concern, but he shrank away. He reached for his 
laser, but he found he hadn’t got one. 

‘Stay back!’ he rasped out a warning. ‘Don’t come near me!’ 

Consumed with fear and now, the glimmerings of rage, he moved past 
the silent figures towards the Command Centre doors. When he got to them, 
he froze at the sight of something inside. 


Perplexed, and frightened themselves, Verdeschi and the two doctors ran 
after him. As they were about to pull him round, the figure of Diana 
appeared and pushed her way confidently through the motionless crowd 
towards him. 

Her face was a mask of treachery as she smiled disarmingly at him. 
‘John! Darling!’ She held out her arms to embrace him. 

Koenig’s fists clenched. ‘Stay away from me!’ he yelled out frenziedly. 
His face had grown deathly pale and beads of sweat stood out on his head. 
He looked extremely dangerous. 

Verdeschi grabbed him firmly by the arm. ‘What’s happened? What’s the 
matter, John?’ 

Helena cried openly, distressed by the deterioration in Koenig. She knew 
now that she had made a mistake. She should not have let him leave his 
bed. ‘He was fine!’ she sobbed. 

Koenig stood frozen in Verdeschi’s grasp, neither encouraging them nor 
holding them off. He seemed about to freak out. 

Diana had come to an uncertain rest in front of him. Her closeness 
seemed to trigger something off and the threatened fit erupted. 

With maniacal force he tore himself away from Verdeschi and began 
hurling people out of his path. Someone went carreering into a bank of 
equipment, smashing it in a gush of sparks and smoke. 

‘GET OUT OF HERE!’ he screamed hoarsely at them. ‘CLEAR THE 
COMMAND CENTRE!’ 

‘John! Please...” Helena grasped him. Vincent tried to pull her away, 
alarmed for her safety. But instead of harming her he seemed protective to 
her. 

‘Helena, get behind me! Stay behind me!’ he shouted. His face had lost 
much of its initial fear and now he looked about him in the manner of one 
who has a particularly unpleasant task to perform. He marched warily 
towards his console and pressed a button. ‘Weapons Section!’ 

Maya appeared in front of Helena and Verdesclii. ‘What is it?’ she asked. 

‘I don’t know, maybe I got him up too soon,’ Helena replied miserably. 
She seemed to be recovering. But Koenig’s next words astounded them all 
anew. 

‘Arm all lasers!’ he commanded grimly. His face was now as dark as 
thunder. He pointed to the Big Screen. ‘Destroy that ship!’ He snapped at 


Verdeschi: ‘Tony! Here, by me!’ 

He glanced paranoidly at Alan Carter and Joe Ehrlich, who were closing 
on him, trying to take him protectively by the arm. 

‘John, it’s all right,’ Carter told him softly. 

‘Alan... leave me alone!’ Koenig grated. He seemed to look almost 
despairingly around him. ‘Can’t you see!’ 

When they didn’t respond to his requests, he became violent again, and 
began shaking them off. Their bodies reeled backwards against banks of 
equipment, causing a series of crackling short circuits. 

He ran over to Carter’s slumped body and withdrew his laser. He turned 
and straightened. He pointed the gun drunkenly at Guido. ‘You first!’ 

A look of petrification came over the Italian’s face. 

‘NO, JOHN!’ Verdeschi yelled. ‘I’M NOT GOING TO ALLOW YOU 
TO DO THAT!’ 

The Security Chief fired his own gun first. Unlike Carter’s, it was set to 
stun. 

A look of anguished pain crossed Koenig’s features — the haunting look 
of a man misunderstood. He glowed momentarily with the laser’s modified 
energy, then slumped, unconscious, to the floor. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


By the time they had got Koenig back to his Medical Centre bed, he was 
struggling again, an insane determination to escape that chilled Helena to 
the core. He wore a rational pleading expression that she couldn’t quite ally 
with the madness she knew to have possessed him. 

Deeply upset, she watched Vincent and Verdeschi restrain him while she 
mixed a sedative. 

‘Got to get out of here...’ Koenig panted glassily. ‘Things to be done... 
answers to be found...’ 

“Take it easy, John,’ Verdeschi said. ‘We don’t want to put you out 
again.’ 

Vincent managed to attach some of the electrodes back on his arm and 
head, and began taking readings of his vital functions. 

‘Danger... All in danger!’ Koenig moaned. ‘Whole base... All the 
people...’ He was weak from his ordeal. 

Verdeschi turned appealingly to Helena. ‘Can’t you do something?’ 

“We’re trying, Tony, we’re trying,’ was all she could say. 

‘His blood pressure’s up,’ Vincent commented. ‘His adrenalin level is 
very high.’ 

Helena seemed not to hear. ‘It could be he just wasn’t ready for the shock 
of the rescue.’ 

Koenig went suddenly still. He seemed to tense at the sound of her voice. 
His eyes cleared and his brow crinkled in alarm. ‘Helena!’ he cried. 

She almost dropped the preparation she was making and turned to him, 
worried sick. ‘Yes, John, you’re fine,’ she tried to sound convincing and 
reassuring. ‘Just stay quiet.’ 

“Those things out there — what are they?’ he asked, strangely calm. He 
seemed almost to have reverted back to his usual, rational self. But Helena 
knew that whatever had Koenig in its grip was playing tricks with them. 

‘John, it’s all right. Those people...’ Verdeschi told him, ‘they’re from 
Earth. You know some of them. They’ve come to take us home.’ 


“What people?’ the Commander snapped. ‘Haven’t you seen what you’ve 
got out there? Are you blind?’ 

Helena moved over to him with the glass. She looked more purposeful. 
‘Please, John, you’ve got to trust us...’ 

The glazed, demented look returned again to Koenig’s eyes. His brief 
period of lucidity was over and she sighed deeply in anguish. 

‘I’ve got to get out of here... for your sakes!’ he screamed, straining to 
rise. 

Verdeschi applied more pressure and he collapsed back on his bed in 
exhaustion. The Italian turned to Helena sadly. ‘I’d have said he was the last 
man who’d flip out.’ 

‘Do you hear me?’ Koenig spluttered. ‘I have to get out of here! Got to 
get out! There’s death and corruption all around you!’ 

With a feeling of betrayal that she couldn’t shake, Helena lifted Koenig’s 
head and pressed his lips to the tilted glass. ‘John, please. Everything’s all 
right. Just relax. Here, this may help. It clears perceptions.’ 

‘It won’t help.’ Koenig tried to push the glass away with his mouth. In 
the end, he relented and drank, forced back into sleep and numb 
ineffectuality. 


Clive Kanders was a tall, well-built, young man with a cheerful if nerveless 
disposition and a mop of curly black hair. He wore a pair of medium- 
strength spectacles with thick, black frames for short-sightedness. He 
wasn’t a showy person, but one who preferred to devote his creativity to his 
work. 

His department was the smallest in the Moon Base — but it was one of the 
most important. The Records Laboratory contained endless files of audio- 
visual documentation of the Base’s primary and important activities; all 
neatly compartmentalized in hoardes of small storage drawers and files 
which lined the walls from floor to ceiling. Apart from a bench or two of 
recording equipment and a small closet-like darkroom where he developed 
film (rarely nowadays), the laboratory consisted of no more than seven 
square metres. 

Just recently, business had been hectic. Current events had been extreme 
indeed, disaster after disaster striking the Base. The return to a period of 


stability after the encounter with the Space Field, and the arrival of the 
Earth Party, had been welcome indeed. It was a fitting event to record — the 
final days of occupation of the Moon Base. 

Contentedly, he took the video cassette from the camera he had been 
using to capture the reception party, and pressed it into a miniature play- 
back machine. He settled back in a chair and sat the machine on his knee, 
expecting to be thoroughly entertained. What he saw brought him standing 
to his feet with a loud exclamation of horror. 

He grasped the play-back machine and peered at the screen to make 
doubly sure that he was seeing and hearing correctly, then deposited it, still 
working, on the bench and made for his communicator. Half-way across the 
laboratory though, he stopped abruptly. 

A change of mind seemed to take him. A force beyond his control took 
charge. For a moment he babbled in terror. Woodenly, he changed direction 
and headed towards the doors. He fired his comlock at them and the internal 
bolts slammed firmly shut. 

He giggled and moved unsteadily towards a cupboard marked, 
EMERGENCY OXYGEN SUPPLY UNIT. He swung open the doors and 
hefted out a large cylinder of the life-saving gas. Unfortunately, in neat, 
prolonged doses, it was a killer. Heedlessly, he turned on the tap and pushed 
his face into the gushing, hissing stream that resulted. 

A look of euphoric joy crossed his face as the gas began to do its trick. 
He laughed quietly at first, then uproariously... deliciously insane. 


Verdeschi scowled, remembering that he had once again forgotten to get a 
reading taken of the level of the Lambda Waves. For some reason, the point 
kept slipping his mind. Every time he went into the Command Centre to 
check, he forgot — soon overcome by the temptations to fraternize with their 
rescuers. Not only was he losing his grip on social occasions, he was not 
doing his job properly on the Moon Base. The fact that they were about to 
leave the Base for good, was beside the point. As long as he was there, and 
while Koenig was unavailable, he had a Commander’s duty to perform. He 
seethed with frustration at his sudden ineptness, for job shoddiness was not 
at all a characteristic of his. 


He stared almost angrily at the bed in which Koenig’s sleeping form lay. 
He clenched his fists, turning to Helena, and said, ‘John’s mind — it was 
always so tough...’ 

Helena and Vincent had both retired mournfully from the bedside. There 
was nothing further they could do. 

‘I might have damaged his brain...’ Helena replied distractedly. She cast a 
tearful eye at the Brain Impulse Machine. ‘I could have got the input 
wrong.’ 

Vincent stepped forward and put a comforting arm over her shoulder. 
“We both put him on the machine. We didn’t go against procedure.’ 

Verdeschi said uncomfortably, ‘He was acting crazy even before the 
crash — that’s why he crashed, remember?’ He had a sudden thought. ‘Ot it 
could have been that nut Sandstrom... how is Sandstrom, by the way?’ he 
asked Vincent. 

‘He’s under deep sedation and he’s staying that way,’ the other replied 
emphatically. 

The wall monitor bleeped and Maya’s urgent face appeared on it. “Tony, 
I’m at the Records Lab. You’d better get over here.’ 

Verdeschi swore bad-temperedly and stalked out of the room. 


A small group of Security Guards and medical staff had gathered outside 
the Records Laboratory. Maya, Dr Shaw and Guido were at the centre of 
them, peering into the locked room through strong, transparent observation 
windows set in the doors. 

The group parted to let Verdeschi in. He glanced through the window and 
saw Kander. One look was sufficient to tell him what had happened. ‘The 
emergency oxygen supply — he’s got it full on!’ He punched the correct 
frequency on his comlock and fired it vainly at the doors. 

Maya nodded grimly. ‘Once it reaches a critical concentration the tiniest 
spark could blow a chunk out of the Moon Base. He’s jammed the lock on 
his side and the glass is unbreakable.’ 

‘It’s too risky to use a laser,’ Verdeschi muttered. ‘The damned fool!’ 
Red-faced, he stared at Kander through the glass. The manic photographer 
was staggering in purile delight about the lab, drunkenly yanking out 
drawers and unwinding reels of precious tape. By the open doors of the 


emergency oxygen supply cabinet stood a tall cylinder, the rubber tube from 
its pressure gauge jerking about directionlessly as the gas escaped. “There’s 
only one thing to do,’ Verdeschi said. He turned to Maya. ‘I don’t need to 
tell you.’ 

The Psychon nodded. ‘You’re right.’ She eyed the gap under the door, 
judging it to be no more than a quarter inch or less high. ‘It’d have to be 
something small...’ 

Her face set in concentration. Slowly her bodily outline altered. It 
became a pulsating glow of warm light. The light increased in intensity, 
then shrank into a tiny, powerful ball of energy on the floor. It faded away 
and in its place appeared a shiny, red and black ladybird. 

The spotted bug twitched its antennae at Verdeschi and then proceeded to 
walk rapidly on its legs towards the crack under the door. It disappeared 
beneath it and they waited apprehensively for the familiar outline of Maya 
to reappear again on the far side of the glass. 

Instead of Maya, a large, weird space creature transformed itself out of 
the swirl of energy. It was powerfully-built and squat, with erect, green hair 
and a metallic blue face. It had brown, strangely doleful, saucer-shaped 
eyes, and long, unlikely looking, sloth-like claws which, for the moment, it 
kept tucked away. 

It took its bearings with all the alertness of a bright young koala bear. 
Then, with a single swift movement, it gathered up the blabbering Kander 
and tucked him under its arm: With the other claw it deftly switched off the 
oxygen tank. Its task completed, it turned and charged wildly at the doors. 
Not built to withstand such weight, their locks snapped. They crumpled 
outward, ejecting the bizarre creature and its struggling captive safely into 
the corridor. 

Verdeschi and the group of Alphans and Earthmen only just managed to 
clamber out of the way. Guido and Dr Shaw picked themselves up. They 
looked strangely vexed and frustrated by what had happened. Begrudgingly 
they joined in the half-hearted cheer that rose from the Alphans. 

The metallic-hued creature handed Kander to the Security Guards and 
transformed itself back into a weary Maya. She wiped a hand across her 
brow and smiled. ‘Is he all right?’ She indicated the photographer’s limp 
body. 


The drunken, one-man orgy Kander had conducted for himself had 
finally proved too much. He was now unconscious and being lifted by the 
Guards on a stretcher trolley. One of the Medics examined him briefly. 

‘He’s alive... just about. We must get him to the Medical Centre at once.’ 
He activated the trolley controls and, together with his colleagues, jumped 
on. Trolley, patient and passengers sped away down the corridor on their 
urgent mission and were soon lost from sight. 

Maya turned to Verdeschi. She looked puzzled. ‘Why?’ 

The Security Chief shook his head, baffled and angry. ‘Any ideas?’ 

‘Not yet... how’s John?’ 

Again Verdeschi scowled. ‘Not good. Come on.’ They moved off, 
followed by Dr Shaw and Guido. Guido caught up with Verdeschi and 
smacked him on the back. 

‘Never mind!’ he grinned. ‘Dr Shaw and I were talking plans — for 
getting you all home. We carry a pilot ship that’s going back to Earth first. 
There’d be room for three people on it. If there’s anyone you’d like to 
suggest...’ 

His older brother stared at him moodily. He was beginning to feel 
sceptical. Guido and the Earthmen had been talking of leaving for hours, 
but the promise seemed to be a long time materializing. At the rate people 
were inexplicably cracking-up, when it finally came, there would be no-one 
to rescue. 

“We should get to it as soon as possible, Tony,’ Guido’s hand crashed 
optimistically on his back again. 

Verdeschi nodded. Gradually the banging was getting through. He 
couldn’t be angry for long when Guido was about. He grinned. ‘OK, buddy 
boy,’ he said, punching the other’s shoulder. ‘Lay off with the back- 
slapping and let’s pull some straws.’ 

They moved off more cheerfully to the Command Centre, all except for 
Maya, who hung behind at the back of the group. Psychon, and unvisited by 
close relatives and friends, she wasn’t quite so easily swayed by sentiment. 

Far from abating, the party atmosphere of the reception seemed to have 
got more revelrous. Koenig’s mental breakdown had been forgotten and the 
drink was splashing down parched throats in ever-increasing quantities. 

‘Roll up!’ Verdeschi shouted as he and the others entered. ‘Roll up for 
the Magical Mystery Tour! Find out who the lucky three will be!’ He 


climbed behind his console, quickly surrounded by the gleaming faces of 
the crowd. He fished around inside one of the drawers and pulled out a 
sheet of paper and a pen. He started to tear the paper into strips, then 
stopped. ‘Hey, this is going to take too long...’ He looked around the eager 
faces. ‘Have to be senior members only, I’m afraid.’ A groan went up, 
followed by a loud outbreak of booing. 

Undeterred, he began listing the names of the top thirty, senior-most 
Alphans — discounting himself, Helena, Maya and Koenig — and began 
folding the strips up and placing them in a hat that someone had obligingly 
lent to him. He shook them about and offered the hat to Guido. 

Bashfully, Guido closed his eyes and dipped his hand into the hat. He felt 
around and drew out three names. The room fell silent as he unfolded them 
and began reading the names. ‘Ehrlich!’ he cried, glancing to see where the 
physicist was. A beaming Ehrlich stepped forward and snatched at the 
paper. He read it. “Yippeee!’ he yelled. 

‘Bartlett!’ Guido called out the second name. Another jubilant figure 
stepped forward and began pounding Ehrlich on the shoulders. 

‘Alan... Carter!’ The Italian announced the last name as though in some 
surprise. The room was set murmuring as Carter stepped forward and joined 
the two physicists. Fate couldn’t have been better for the three. It seemed 
they were destined to travel everywhere together. 

‘A drink to them!’ Verdeschi turned to the crowd and shouted. 

‘Aye, aye!’ someone yelled out approvingly. Soon, the Command Centre 
was back to its uproarious self, with bottles gurgling, glasses chinking and 
the din of excited voices all talking at once. 

After five years on board a virtual prison, away from the mother planet 
they had long since resigned themselves to dreaming about, they were 
going home. 

Verdeschi and Guido crashed each other on the back and the former took 
his leave, remembering gravely that Koenig was still seriously ill. 

In a somewhat better mood than when he had left the Medical Centre a 
short while ago, he returned, to find that Koenig had regained 
consciousness again. He was still under sedation, but he appeared alert and 
peculiarly rational. Again Verdeschi, like Helena, found something 
strangely disturbing about the condition. 


Helena and Ben were taking readings off their instruments while Koenig 
acted as their assistant, helping them perform their job. ‘OK,’ he said, ‘are 
my eyes clear? Pulse rate normal?’ 

“Y... ess,’ Helena reported back, checking two different dials. 

‘Blood pressure down?’ he called to Vincent. 

The doctor nodded. ‘Beautiful.’ 

‘Do I seem rational to you?’ he asked with an almost despairing tone of 
reasonableness in his voice. 

“Yes.” Verdeschi stepped forward. 

‘Fine.’ Koenig sat himself up in his bed once again. ‘Will you believe 
that when I look at our “friends” from Earth I don’t see what you see?’ 

The three round the bedside exchange disappointed glances; they had 
hoped he was on the road to recovery. 

“What do you see?’ Helena asked, mystified. 

Koenig heaved a belaboured sigh as he realized that they still did not 
trust him. ‘Something monstrous... something obscene and hostile and 
deadly.’ He clenched his hands and shook them in front of himself. “You’ve 
got to listen to me!’ Their worried, sceptical stare angered him and he came 
close to losing control again. ‘You’ve got to let me out of here!’ 

He swore loudly and started heaving himself off the bed; at sight of 
Helena approaching with the hypodermic needle, he changed his mind. 
With supreme difficulty, he brought himself under control. ‘No...’ He said 
calmly yet firmly. ‘Don’t do that.’ 

He hung his head and stared at his feet to help neutralize the tension he 
felt inside. Very slowly, very purposefully and very rationally, he lifted his 
head and tried again. ‘Look, don’t you think it’s strange that so many of the 
personnel of the rescue ship are known to you all — personal friends and 
relatives? Aren’t the odds against that pretty high?’ 

‘Not really, John,’ Vincent warmed to the encouraging change in 
Koenig... the willingness to reason. ‘They’re all volunteers. They asked to 
come.’ 

‘OK... OK,’ the Commander replied, obviously under great mental strain, 
despite his seeming transformation. In actual fact he spoke to them as a 
despairing teacher would to very dim children. ‘OK, now about this pilot 
ship — drawing lots for who’s to go first?’ 

“Yes, I organized that,’ Verdeschi informed him. 


“You said the winners were Ehrlich, Bartlett and Alan?’ 

‘That’s right.’ Verdeschi frowned. ‘What has all this to...’ 

‘Doesn’t that strike you as odd?’ Koenig went on. “That the winners 
should just happen to be the three members of the radio-active monitoring 
team?’ 

Verdeschi looked as though he were on the verge of understanding, but 
something made him shake his head and laugh instead. ‘What’s it matter, 
John? We’ll all be home soon and there’!l be no more monitoring needed.’ 

Koenig clenched his jaws tightly. He raised his voice again. ‘Can’t you 
see you’re being manipulated? What happened to your instincts?’ He made 
balls out of his fists and banged them in anguish on his forehead. ‘There’s 
something evil here and you can’t feel it!’ 

A blip sounded on the door monitor and Dr Shaw’s face appeared on it. 
Helena let him in and ran eagerly back to Koenig’s bedside. ‘John, you 
remember how often I’ve talked about Dr Shaw — he’s the best doctor I 
know. Well... he’s here — I’ve asked him to have a look at you.’ 

Koenig’s body froze tautly. Without looking in the direction Helena 
indicated, he ordered vehemently: ‘Get that out of here! Get it out! Kill it! 
Crush it!’ 

He pressed his fists harder against his forehead, knowing that if he 
looked at the creature they called Dr Shaw he would have to be sedated 
again. 

Worriedly, Helena ushered the tall figure of Dr Shaw out of the room. 
‘I’m sorry,’ she whispered to him, almost at the end of her tether. ‘It would 
be no use forcing it.’ 

Dr Shaw’s face looked full of concern for her. He rested a comforting 
arm on her shoulder while he puffed thoughtfully on his pipe. ‘Don’t 
worry,’ he told her gently, ‘we’ll find an answer.’ 

“Why can’t you understand?’ Koenig asked when she returned. ‘Why are 
you all so blind?’ 

She moved behind him and retrieved the hypodermic she had left on his 
bedside table. With trembling hands, she loaded it fully. She was about to 
go to him with it, when the wall monitor bleeped. This time it was Sahn, 
calling Verdeschi from the Command Centre. Streamers of coloured paper 
hung down from her hair and she looked disgustingly drunk... yet very, very 
happy. ‘Pilot ship’s about to leave, Tony, with Alan and the two physi... 


’ 


phyicistsss...’ she giggled. Someone pulled her away and for a while they 
had a glimpse of the party in motion. Then, a dark hand obscured the 
screen, and it went blank. 

‘No...!? Koenig sprang from his bed. He turned pleadingly to Verdeschi 
and Vincent. ‘Don’t let them go! If you value your lives... DON’T LET 
THEM GO!’ 

A cold jab of pain hit him in the arm. He just had time to turn accusingly 
to Helena, and started to go out again. 

The two men ran forward and caught him while she swabbed the needle 
mark down. They dragged him back to the oblivion of his bed. 


After the injection his mind went on, swimming through the darkness. 

A terrible blackness stretched on and on in all directions, thick and 
impenetrable. Fields of blackness where nothing could ever grow. Or could 
it? 

His mind seemed strangely lucid. It seemed to be filled with infinite 
power... the power of God. He knew that he only had to think something to 
turn that something into a fact. 

The knowledge staggered him. It was knowledge wilder than his wildest 
dreams. 

As he moved through the blackness he found himself thinking of a star... 
to provide light. 

Instantly, a mass of blazing fire appeared in the distance. It was not a star 
as such, but it was a Light. It was Warmth... Life... 

Determined, he dragged himself towards it. 

The fire grew larger, until it floated before him like a huge, dancing 
monster. Its curling, licking tendrils writhed and mocked him. 

‘I am not what you thought,’ a harsh, wicked voice sounded. ‘I am not 
Warm — I am Cold! As Death!’ 

The centre of the blazing fire shook and heaved with mirth. An icy wind 
blasted off it and Koenig shivered, conscious that he was naked. 

“Who are you?’ he asked the Fire. 

‘That, you will never find out.’ 

“Then why have you brought me here?’ he cried. 


‘T am idle while my minions take over your Moon Base. I wish for some 
company,’ it replied sadistically. 

“You can wish only what I want you to!’ Koenig told it savagely. He 
began to concentrate, wishing the Fire out of existence. 

The cold, hating flames began to fade away. As the Fire obligingly died, 
it mocked and scoffed. “You might wish me out of your mind... but you 
cannot wish me out of existence! Looooooo0000000k...!’ 

Voice and flames disappeared in the blackness, and Koenig became 
conscious that he was sliding helplessly back to where he had come from. 
As he returned, the dark walls around him glowed with an unearthly light. 

They revealed a ghostly, lunar landscape, pitted and scarred with craters. 
Jagged mountains rose on the horizon. Directly below him, very close, the 
spoke-shaped buildings of the Moon Base came into Focus. They looked 
chillingly like the abandoned city of a dead race. No lights were on, and the 
grey, bleak surfaces looked totally lifeless. 

He fell towards them, his descent slowed by his struggling mind which 
was hypnotized by the sight, and struggled to take in the details of the 
deathly landscape. 

As he fell, a rocket ship rose. 

It blasted off from its launch pad, a spume of pale flame dripping from its 
tail. It was, he realized, the Superswift, and it carried the three misguided 
Alphans. A shock of cold fear swept through him as he realized that he was 
not trapped in some horrifying dream. Somehow, he had been taken into a 
kind of warped reality... a nightmarish version of the real universe. 

‘Alan...’ he gasped, but his throat could make no sound. He struggled 
desperately to destroy the Superswift by the power of his mind. But this 
time the scenery could not be obliterated. It stayed, persisted hideously at 
the end of his senses. 

His terror was complete when he noticed three of the monstrous, alien 
figures he had seen in the Command Centre standing like grim sentinels on 
the lunar surface — the figures that Helena, Verdeschi and the rest of his 
crew thought were their friends! 

They were nothing of the sort. 

They were a species of disgusting, slithering jellies which scarcely had 
the energy to keep themselves upright as they ravenously, with complete 


freedom, wandered the Moon Base. They wandered and plundered it, as 
though it were their own. 

Koenig boiled with loathing and fury as he spiralled helplessly down into 
the blackness of oblivion. 

The blackness was absolute. 

The great, telepathic seas of the Space Amoeba heaved and rippled with 
satisfaction as it disgourged the fragile human leader back into his bed — to 
his death. 


In Alan Carter’s mind, lands of a different sort were forming. 

In the large Pilot Section of the Superswift — or what, collectively, he, 
Bartlett and Ehrlich took to be a Superswift — he was sitting rigid with the 
excitement and wonder of seeing the mother planet, Earth. 

He watched the smokey blue and green globe with its wisps of white 
cloud, with its real gravity, its wholesome air, its terra firma... and almost 
wept with joy. 

The long days in space, on the barren, lifeless lump of rock they had tried 
to make their home, were coming to an end. 

Secretly he had always nurtured the knowledge that he would return. 
Where many had lost their faith, he had always kept a tiny flame of hope 
burning inside him. 

Soon, that Australian outback obstinacy would be well-rewarded. 
Already he could smell the eucalyptus forests of his native State, and see 
the wide, curling combers as they rolled in from that great mother of a sea — 
the Pacific. 

‘Did you ever see such a beautiful sight?’ he asked the other two proudly. 

Bartlett shook his head, over-awed. ‘It’s incredible...’ Disbelievingly he 
checked his watch. 

Ehrlich checked his watch too. He was staggered. ‘It’s only been hours, 
hasn’t it?... Or has it?’ 

“That’s what they said the breakthrough they made was all about,’ Carter 
replied, laughing tears of joy. “Time.’ He kissed his fingers to the wondrous 
orb on the screen in front of him. ‘Don’t go away, blue eyes!’ 

‘I have to tell the guys back on Alpha about this again!’ Joe Ehrlich 
flicked out his comlock. He punched Verdeschi’s wavelength, remembering 


that it was useless to call Koenig. 

Verdeschi was returning to Koenig with Maya. He walked with 
confidence, buoyed up by the fantastic news. ‘Maybe this’Il convince John 
— now that someone has actually seen Earth again.’ 

He held up a tape-recorder and grinned. He turned it on. From it, 
Ehrlich’s voice, drunk with delight, rang emptily about the corridors of the 
Moon Base. 

‘T tell you, it’s just beautiful, you guys, just beautiful!’ 

There was something unreal about it and Maya couldn’t prevent herself 
from shuddering. 


CHAPTER SIX 


The warm waves of the space field lapped languidly, hungrily throughout 
the Moon Base. They were like a great, sensuous sea, flooding it with 
psychic energy that grew hourly more forceful and persuasive in its effects 
on the Alphans. 

Likewise, the jelloid invaders that, with its dying genius it had created, 
were able to derive great powers of movement and achievement from its 
emanations. They were able to increase their deceptive, hallucinatory reign 
of Love and Terror. 


Helena Russell sighed and lay back on her bed. She had taken a few hours 
off-duty, allegedly to bring the Status Report she was responsible for 
keeping, up to date. Really it was for the chance to lie down for a few 
moments and savour some privacy. 

She felt completely at peace with herself and she couldn’t understand 
why she continued to get into her ‘states’. Verdeschi was right. Things 
would all sort themselves out. They would soon be home and her nightmare 
would be forgotten. 

‘Moon Base Alpha. Status Report,’ she reported from where she lay. She 
had set the tape machine tuming and it would pick up her voice quite 
adequately. ‘Nineteen hundred and fifteen days since leaving Earth orbit; Dr 
Helena Russell recording. Commander Koenig remains in a disturbed state. 
Since becoming irrational and crashing his Eagle he has not responded to 
treatment. It is possible that the use of the Brain Impulse Machine has 
worsened his condition. He reacted psychotically to the arrival of the 
Rescue Mission from Earth... and even though the first Alphans are already 
on their way back to Earth he remains convinced that the mission by our 
friends is somehow sinister and that evil forces are at work...’ She paused, 
staring unhappily at the ceiling. Bits of uncomfortable reality — Koenig’s 
genuine look of frustration and despair when they stunned him, the long list 
of coincidental incidents of psychotic behaviour, the continuing presence of 
the Space Field which still no one had thought to re-examine. But these 


hard, cold facts were gradually washed away by the lapping sea of warmth 
and contentment. ‘There are some indications that the Commander’s 
condition may be contagious,’ she continued, rationalizing to herself. 
‘Crewman Sandstrom made an unmotivated attempt to kill the Commander, 
and Technician Kander became irrational and tried to kill himself. The 
Commander remains in the Medical Centre where my old friend and teacher 
from Earth, Dr Shaw, has promised to have a look at him.’ 

With a satisfied nod of her head she got up and switched the Report log 
off. 


A black shape moved in the chill reality of the Medical Centre. It shuffled 
and slurped painfully to where the motionless form of Koenig slept in liquid 
dreaming oceans. 

It stood about one and a half metres tall, putrid and translucent. It was 
shaped rather like a decaying, bedraggled version of a Portuguese Man 0’ 
War. A tangle of ropy, worm-like tendrils trailed down its shuddering mass. 
By rights, it ought not to have stood erect at all. Only the intense telekinetic 
power of its creator kept it from collapsing. 

It shuffled and sucked its way forward across the floor, leaving a spore of 
wet, smelly patches in its wake. Reaching the bed with the jumble of 
bleeping, humming instruments surrounding it, it stopped and swayed. 

It passed air, obscenely filling the room with its vile, putrescent stench of 
rotting protoplasm. Then, with a final shudder of release, it collapsed in a 
shapeless, digesting mess over the prone figure of the Commander. 

Its glistening substance began to bubble and pop as the pressure of 
decomposing gasses built up and escaped. It had almost succeeded in its 
purpose to dissolve the life out of Koenig when the doors of the Medical 
Centre slid smoothly open. Helena and Maya appeared and walked 
purposefully towards the bedside. 

With great difficulty, the jelly unstuck itself and propped itself upright. 

“What’s your opinion, Dr Shaw?’ Helena asked it. 

The creature shivered and shook. The features of Dr Shaw implanted 
firmly in Helena’s mind, blanched uncertainly, concealing ill-projected 
anger and exhaustion. Dr Shaw swallowed and scratched an elegant finger 
under his chin as though deep in thought. ‘Physically, he’s very stable,’ he 


pronounced with great profundity. He turned to leave. ‘If there’s anything 
more I can do...’ 

Helena smiled gratefully. ‘I'll ask.’ 

Maya stared belligerently at him as his smug figure departed. She 
castigated herself for not being able to break the spell that she knew 
intuitively hung over them all. She knew something was wrong, but she was 
almost as badly effected by the conditioning waves as the others. 

Helena turned to her. ‘Let’s try and wake John then. He may not be very 
rational.’ 

Helena moved close to the bedside and shook Koenig gently. ‘John... 
Maya’s here.’ 

Koenig’s eyes shook open. This time he did not look so lively. He stared 
around him, dazed, listening to Helen’s voice. ‘She’s got something she 
wants you to hear.’ She turned to the Psychon. ‘Go on, Maya.’ 

Maya held up the tape-recorder she had been carrying. It had a spool on it 
of Ehrlich’s excited voice, but now she didn’t look so confident about 
playing it to Koenig. 

Reluctantly, she stabbed a button. 

“We can see Earth and it’s beautiful...’ the physicist’s voice sounded. 
‘Blue... blue and beautiful. We’re getting closer by the minute...’ He 
sounded like he was on some kind of a drug. 

She switched the set off and told Koenig: ‘That’s Ehrlich in the pilot ship. 
Isn’t that wonderful?’ She tried to sound enthusiastic. 

Fortunately for her, the Commander was not so taken in. He sat up, alert 
and purposeful. ‘Maya, what do you see out there?’ 

Helena sighed in quiet desperation. Maya hesitated, caught in a quandary. 
She didn’t want to side with Koenig in case he turned out to be genuinely ill 
— he needed every chance to recover, not get worse. On the other hand, she 
didn’t have enough factual evidence to support her own feelings. She 
shrugged. ‘People from Earth.’ 

Koenig scowled in disappointment. ‘I was hoping,’ he said. ‘I thought 
your different brain structure might have resisted their telepathic control...’ 

‘Whose telepathic control?’ she asked, interested despite herself. 

‘Maya, when you look, you see Earth people. When I look I see monsters 
from a different dimension.’ He pressed his hands on his forehead. ‘Please 
believe me.’ 


‘John, why don’t you let it go for a while?’ Helena begged him. ‘Please?’ 

Koenig brought down his hands and tried a different approach. ‘Maya? 
One of us is wrong. Will you accept that it could be you?’ 

‘I must accept that as one hypothesis — yes.’ 

‘Right! Now let’s take it from there.’ 

‘It would mean, of course, that everyone else is wrong,’ she added. ‘That 
you are the only one who is right.’ 

Koenig nodded, quite happy with the assumption. ‘In other words I’m 
unique. There’s another way I’m unique, too.’ He indicated the Brain 
Impulse Machine. ‘I’m the only one on the Base who’s been on that... I 
suggest there’s a connection between the two facts.’ 

Maya was thoughtful. ‘Either the machine has distorted your 
consciousness...’ 

‘Or protected it,’ Koenig finished for her. He didn’t need to help her, 
though. She was way ahead of him. 

“Telepathic control,’ she stated matter-of-factly, although they were 
getting round to talking about what she had felt almost from the outset. 
“You mean we have been taken over telepathically by aliens.’ 

‘By the Force Field. That’s exactly what I mean,’ he replied. He was 
filling with the sense of relief which people on the verge of revealing 
world-shattering breakthroughs felt. 

‘It is possible,’ Maya agreed cautiously. ‘I, too find it interesting that 
everyone from Earth is a friend. It is against probability.’ 

Koenig was almost exploding with excitement, but he controlled himself. 
‘Maya, I suggest that everyone is a friend because everyone is out of 
someone’s memory.’ He spoke with baited breath, praying that she would 
be permitted to follow his simple logic. 

Waves of relaxing energy began buffeting her mind, melting away the 
thoughts; waves that whispered romantically to her and told her to relax. 
She tried hard to fight the feeling. ‘Yes... they could have tapped everyone’s 
mind and projected what they needed out of what they found there.’ 

‘And they couldn’t project strangers because people we’ve never seen 
can’t be in our memories!’ Koenig went on eagerly. 

Helena interrupted. ‘But Maya sees these people too, and they can’t be in 
her memory.’ 


Maya shook her head judiciously. ‘It would be possible for them to 
project images from the minds of others into my mind.’ 

Helena’s mind grew confused, torn by the conflicting forces that had 
suddenly sprung up inside her. Unlike Maya, she felt strongly that their 
saviours were real. It was harder for her to accept that they weren’t... to 
accept that they were figments of their individual imaginations. Now Maya, 
whom she had no reason to suspect of being ill, seemed to have been 
swayed by Koenig’s cool-headed reasoning. 

She remembered dimly that the Space Field had almost taken over the 
Moon Base once before — by making people’s innermost wishes come true. 

She remembered that according to the last report which had been taken — 
how long ago? — the Space Field had been pronounced weak but still 
present. She remembered that was how Koenig had first landed up in a 
Medical Centre bed — trying to find out more about... the thoughts swam in 
her head. As quickly as they formed, they disappeared in the warm fog of 
unreason that washed over her, crippling her mind without her knowing it. 

Maya struggled too. 

The waves of psychic bliss seemed to be getting more insistent, but she 
fought them back. She forced herself to concentrate on Koenig’s words. 

‘But there’s one thing they got wrong!’ he pronounced, growing more 
confident by the minute. ‘Now think! If they really were our friends from 
Earth, they’d be hundreds of years older than they appear!’ 

The logic suddenly seemed crystal clear to them both. ‘Of course!’ Maya 
exclaimed in annoyance. “That should have occurred to me!’ 

Helena looked scared. ‘We’ve been in space for years. In Earth time that 
would be... generations...’ 

‘Right!’ Koenig thumped his fist into his hand. ‘It didn’t occur to you 
because you wouldn’t let it.’ 

The hypnotic waves had rolled partly back, their power beaten by the 
strength of their own minds. They let in fear and terror, where fear and 
terror had not been before. 

‘John... what can we do?’ Helena asked urgently. 

“Take these things off me,’ Koenig demanded, fingering the electrode 
leads that trailed from his head and arms. The two women obliged him and 
he climbed thankfully to his feet. ‘Now, I believe the reason they can’t 
control my mind is because that machine has somehow blocked them.’ 


“There may be no causal connection... but it’s a tenable theory, yes,’ 
Maya agreed. 

‘And what do you do with a theory?’ Koenig turned on them 
triumphantly. “You test it.” He looked at Maya in particular. ‘Maya... will 
you help me?’ 

The Psychon looked suddenly uncertain. The waves began flooding back 
again. She beat them off furiously. ‘Yes,’ she replied firmly. ‘If I can.’ 

‘Will you let Helena give you a concentrated dose of the treatment I 
had?’ 

‘John... Helena intervened. She squeezed his arm. ‘That could be 
dangerous.’ 

Koenig ignored her. ‘Will you, Maya?’ he repeated instead, staring 
intently at the Psychon woman. 

“Yes, I see your point,’ Maya admitted unhappily. “To find out if it has 
the same effect on me.’ 

‘But a concentrated dose, John?’ Helena shook his arm. She looked at 
Maya, aghast, trying to convey to her the terrible consequences she knew 
could result. 

‘IT am willing,’ Maya stated. ‘If John is right it is a matter of utmost 
importance.’ She turned to Helena. ‘Someone’s got to do it.’ 

“Then I should be the one!’ Helena cried. 

‘No.’ Koenig spoke with finality. ‘If I’m right about this there are things 
Maya can do that you can’t. Besides, I need you as a control so I know what 
the others are seeing.’ 

There was little time to spare. Reluctantly, Helena began attaching the 
electrodes to her new subject’s skull. 


The Big Screen blazed with a life and vitality that it had not shown for more 
than five years. 

The partygoers, Alphan and Alien, intently watched the turquoise planet 
wrapped in its cloud of mystery. 

‘Oh, you little beauty!’ Ehrlich’s voice, still extolling the virtues of his 
beloved Earth came to them across the gulf of space. 

‘What’s the first thing you’re going to do, Joe?’ Alan’s voice next, a little 
more level-headed. 


‘Find a golf course where I can’t hit a crater,’ the other joked. ‘You?’ 

There was a bashful pause. ‘She’s called Jeanie. Jack, how about you?’ 

Bartlett’s voice sounded next, tremulous and respectful. ‘Mine’s called 
Caroline.’ 

‘Oh-ho!’ Ehrlich laughed. 

‘She’s five years old, and she’s got her mother’s eyes,’ Bartlett went on. 
He addressed Sahn in the Command Centre. ‘Hey, Sahn, what would you 
and Peter like as a wedding present from little old Earth?’ 

She giggled. ‘Just to be there.’ She stretched out a hand and Peter 
grasped hold of it. Beaming with pleasure, they listened to the disembodied 
voices of the lucky travellers. Like the rest of the Alphans in the Command 
Centre they could have listened to the voices forever. 

“Will you look at that weather pattern!’ Carter exclaimed. ‘I’ll swear it’s 
snowing over California!’ 

There was laughter. 

Ben took over Sahn’s microphone. ‘Smile when you say that, man!’ He 
turned to Louisa. ‘You ever known it to snow in California, small cat?’ 

‘Only in the mountains — and then very pretty!’ she pouted. 

Elsewhere in the Centre more exclamations of surprise about the 
presence of the Earth Rescue Mission were being made. They came from 
Frazer, the Eagle Pilot. He had returned from a mission. Till now he had 
been told nothing of the welcome news, and was dazedly being introduced 
to the newcomers by Guido. 

“You mean all this has been happening while I’ve been on the other side 
of the Moon? You really are all from Earth?’ 

“That’s Louisa... that’s Dr Shaw... this is Diana.’ 

‘Woe,’ he gulped. ‘Hello, Diana!’ 

She posed voluptuously. ‘Hmmm. Are there any more like you on the 
other side of the Moon?’ 

Frazer grinned. Totally staggered, he turned back to Guido. ‘And you 
really can get us back home?’ 

“You bet we can!’ Guido cried exaltedly. 

Their attention was taken by the Big Screen again. Carter’s voice came 
over loud and clear. ‘Here we go on the carousel!’ 

It was the moment everyone had been waiting for. The picture of Earth 
was replaced with a picture of the Cabin Section of the pilot craft. The three 


men on board it were strapping themselves into their seats behind the 
controls, grinning lazily. 

Carter punched a switch. ‘Alan Carter to Moon Base,’ he announced 
formally. ‘We’re moving into orbital mode now, going for a landing any 
minute.’ 

He pushed another button. 

‘Hey, Earth down there — we’re coming through. D’you want us to fly 
this crate in? Do you read me?’ 

The voice of the Controller came through, folksy, hillbilly. The silence in 
the Command Centre on the Moon Base was absolute. It was impossible to 
believe that such a historic moment was actually in the making — that the 
emotive voice of the Earth Controller was about to speak. 

“This is Phoenix Control, reading you loud and clear,’ the Earth voice 
announced. As he spoke, the Alphans were gripped with waves of 
inexplicable emotion. ‘We got you locked into the computer, you don’t have 
to do a thing. Just you sit back and enjoy the ride and don’t worry about a 
thing, you hear now?’ 

‘I hear you all right,’ Carter grinned. ‘Oh, Earthman!’ 

There was a pause. Then: ‘Hey!’ 

“Yes?’ Carter asked, leaning closer towards his communicator. 

“You ain’t got three heads now or anything else that’s going to frighten us 
poor critters down here, have you?’ 

‘No, just the usual two!’ Carter laughed. 


The bouncing blips of light on the oscilloscope shot rapidly across the 
tube’s surface. 

Unaware of the events happening in the Command Centre, Maya lay ina 
deep sleep, her only contact with reality the cold, clinical machine which 
had taken her over. 

Helena brought up her hand, gesturing that Maya’s time was up. Koenig 
responded, closing down the various parts of the intricate machine while 
she moved around the prone Psychon’s body, unsticking the electrodes. 

She shook the unconscious woman’s shoulder gently. ‘Maya...’ 

There was no response. She eyed Koenig tensely. 

‘Maya...?’ she called again, more insistently. 


This time the sleeper’s eyes opened. They opened instantly, and she sat 
up. She looked as miraculously well recovered as Koenig had when he had 
been given similar treatment. 

Helena sighed with relief. ‘How do you feel?’ she asked. 

‘Normal. It feels like nothing’s happened. Well?’ She looked from one to 
the other expectantly. ‘Am I all right?’ 

She swung her legs off the bed and stood up. 

‘As always, you’re ticking over like a flawless machine,’ Helena almost 
smiled, such was her admiration for Maya’s Psychon biochemistry. 

‘Good.’ Koenig was relieved. ‘Now...’ He moved towards the Medical 
Centre doors and opened them with his comlock. He waited by them. 
‘Helena, would you mind coming here, please?’ 

Helena moved obligingly to where he directed. 

‘Look down the corridor and tell me what you see.’ 

Helena peered cautiously round the doors. The psychic waves beat extra- 
powerfully against her, overcoming her resistance in a mad moment of 
desperation. She looked out and saw Guido, Sahn and Peter Rockwell 
walking towards her. The three figures stopped at an intersection, as though 
some serious aspect of their conversation had arrested them and needed 
more concentrated attention paying to it. 

The scene looked perfectly normal to her, and she withdrew her head and 
stared with perplexion at Koenig and Maya. She looked tired, pale and 
drawn; weary of the battle that had returned inside her head. 

She related to Koenig what she had seen. 

Visibly sweating, Koenig then turned to Maya. His entire argument 
depended on her. Without having to be asked, the Psychon moved towards 
the open doors. She glanced outside. 

Instantly, she stepped back inside again and closed the doors after her. 
She was white and shaking. A curious mixture of intellectual curiosity 
mingled with disgust was expressed on her face. 

‘Well?’ Koenig asked impatiently. 

‘Interesting... and distinctly frightening,’ she replied, grappling with her 
thoughts. 

Helena stepped forward in alarm. ‘Why?’ 

Maya stared distantly beyond her, at the far wall of the Medical Centre. 
She spoke tonelessly. ‘They’re like the plasma that forms when certain 


organic matter starts to decompose...’ 


Up in the space ship, Carter was leaning forward, staring out of the forward 
portal. They had lowered the ship’s exterior shielding material and could 
see the tall skyscrapers of New York City poking up at them many miles 
below. It was a deliriously welcome sight, but Carter and the other two were 
strangely quiet. They had expended a lot of wild energy already. Now they 
just wanted to take it all in, longingly — and imagine. 

“There’s bound to be a reception committee,’ Carter said. 

‘Don’t they look good!’ Ehrlich shook his head in pride. 

Carter grinned at him. ‘Got your historic lines ready?’ 

Ehrlich thought. ‘How about... “It’s a small step for a man, but... 

Bartlett laughed. ‘Been done, old boy.’ 

‘So, who said we had to be original?’ 

Bartlett turned to Carter. ‘What are you going to say, Alan? “Where’s the 
nearest john?””’ 

Ehrlich thumped the arm of his seat. ‘Now that will make the history 
books!’ 
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The Eagle Ship began to land. 

Its great body descended gracefully on bloody tails of fire. 

Where delusive skyscrapers had majestically risen in the dreams of the 
Alphans, bleak, jagged outcrops of Moon rock etched themselves against a 
cold, harsh backdrop of stars. 

In the foreground, loomed the three dark domes of the nuclear waste 
dumps. 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


Blindly and servilely, Carter, Ehrlich and Bartlett donned their space-suits 
in the Passenger Section of the commandeered Eagle Ship. They walked 
stiffly, like zombies towards the inner doors of the airlock, and waited. In 
their gloved hands and attached to their suits, they carried an assortment of 
cutting equipment. 

The doors slid open and they were soon stepping down on the 
inhospitable lunar surface. 

Like sleep-walkers they bounded slowly and awkwardly across the rocky 
terrain, in gravity less than a sixth of Earth’s. They came to a stop by the 
side of a small, rectangular building positioned close to the domes. On a 
door leading into it was marked: 

NUCLEAR MONITORING STATION. 
NO UNAUTHORIZED PERSONNEL. 

Unaware of what he was doing, Carter brought out his com-lock and 
punched the correct frequency code. 

The door opened, revealing an interior of the deepest darkness that hadn’t 
been entered since the domes had first been erected, many years before the 
Moon Base itself had been built. 


The airlocks of the pilot ship had opened to reveal a large battery of media 
men, TV and movie cameras whirring, flash filaments streaking. Behind, in 
the background were the futuristic outlines of Kissenger Spaceport in New 
York where they appeared to have landed. 

The air was filled with the clamouring voices of the Pressmen and the 
roar of spaceport vehicles that pulled up outside. All around them lay the 
good, solid surface of terra. 

“Turn this way, Mr Carter...’ several glowing cameramen yelled at once. 
“What’s it like to be back...? Have there been any matriages on the Moon...? 
What did you miss most up there...?’ 

Carter held up his hands to ward off the glare and the noise. ‘Easy... one 
at a time...” He turned to Ehrlich, winking. ‘Hey, what did we miss most 


there?’ 
Slowly, with dignity, they began their descent of the landing steps, helped 
along by eager arms and bombarded by a thousand anxious questions. 


Maya, Koenig and Helena stood tensely debating behind the locked and 
closed doors of the Medical Centre. 

Maya still looked pale. 

‘Not a beautiful species, are they?’ Koenig asked her grimly. 

“You mean that wasn’t Guido and Peter you saw?’ Helena asked the 
Psychon. 

Maya shook her head in reply to both of them. ‘No. They were aliens. 
John, you’re right. My mind is now free of them. I can see them as they 
are.’ She turned back to Helena. ‘There are no friends from Earth among us. 
They are all aliens.’ 

‘Controlling us telepathically?’ 

‘Making you see what you want to see. For some reason your machine 
sets up a resistance to them in the mind.’ 

Koenig agreed. “That’s why I wasn’t affected — because you used the 
machine on me after the crash, Helena.’ 

‘And now the machine has made me immune to them, too,’ Maya 
repeated, deep in thought. All along, she had known... but she had not been 
able to act. Horrified by what she had seen — reality stripped of 
manufactured illusion — she was nevertheless pleased with herself for at 
least being suspicious. 

Helena had to take their word for it. ‘What do they want?’ 

“There’s only one way to find out,’ Koenig said toughly. He looked 
meaningfully at Maya. 

Maya raised her eyes in resignation. think I know what you mean,’ she 
‘said wryly. She shuddered. ‘But must it be them?’ 

Koenig looked painfully at her. ‘Maya, I hate to ask you...’ 

“Their structure is repulsive to me.’ 

‘Tf there were any other way...’ Koenig tried to placate her. 

“There isn’t... I shall just have to be strong about it... yech!’ She screwed 
up her face in disgust. 


Her being shimmered with light energy and the power of the dead race of 
Psychons. It converted into its characteristic spindle-shaped aura. The aura 
pulsated wildly, and then faded away. 

Long before the final form of the awful jelloid creature had finished 
materializing, Helena stifled a scream of sheer revulsion. She gaped 
speechlessly as the full impact of her talks and contact with Dr Shaw, not to 
mention the packed Command Centre-full of repugnant invaders, hit her. 

Koenig’s jaws clamped firmly together, then he turned to her. ‘You see 
it?’ 

“Yes,’ she replied in a small, weak voice that did not sound to her like her 
Own. 

Koenig’s instinctive reactions told him to bring out his laser and drop the 
revolting, ponging transformation stone dead. He walked stiffly in front of 
it instead, and opened the doors. He peered out and then returned to the 
dripping Maya. “They’re still talking. Be careful now. They know you’re a 
metamorph, remember.’ 

Maya raised a tentacle and shook her jelly. ‘I’d hate Tony to see me like 
this,’ she complained in a distorted, echoing whisper. 

“We won’t tell him,’ Koenig assured her. ‘Now hurry.’ 

She oozed her way outside, sucking and shuffling, and trailing a band of 
smelly slime. 

A group of the sinister jelly beings stood at the intersection where, in a 
different mental state, she had seen Guido before. One of the group was 
larger than its partners, a full two metres in height at least. It was 
revoltingly shapeless and flaccid at its base, and swayed and wobbled 
threateningly, as though it were about to topple over at any moment. It was 
speaking to the others in the same distorted whisper that she had surprised 
herself with a moment ago. 

“We have not much timeeee... 
will begin to dieee...’ 

“Three of the creatures are on their way to the waste matter nowwwww...’ 
a second Alien informed. ‘Once they energize it our Creator can take his 
fill...’ 

The Leader Alien quivered. His tentacles twitched, as would a dog’s 
whiskers when it smelt something coming down wind. It could sense 


’ 


it breathed hoarsely. ‘Soon our creator 


danger approaching, but it did not know what. Laboriously it turned its 
revolting, eyeless face at Maya’s unlovely form and scrutinized her. 

‘All the Alphan creatures will dieeeee...’ another member of the 
putrefying group spoke. 

‘They are of no consequenceee...’ the leader hissed, still ‘looking’ at 
Maya. Maya moved with characteristic effort to a new location on the 
fringes of the group. 

‘Naturally they are of no consequenceeee...’ the Alien who had spoken 
replied. ‘Nevertheless, they will be happy before they dieee...’ 

‘It is necessaryyyyy...’ the Leader replied with something like regret. He 
turned with great effort to relocate Maya afresh. Sensing that she had been 
detected, Maya moved painstakingly away, hearing the Leader add as she 
went: ‘Which of our number is thattt...? Find out pleaseeee...!’ 

She became aware of the whole rotten group of Alien faces turning 
towards her. A fearful, sucking, slurping started. They were following her 
en masse. 

She increased her speed, something which the Aliens, for reasons of their 
own, weren’t able to do, and reached the safety of a medical auxiliary room. 
She squeezed herself ungraciously inside. Out of sight of her pursuers she 
converted herself thankfully to her true form and walked briskly back into 
the corridor. 

Seeing no cause to stop her, the Aliens let her pass. 

‘Don’t ever ask me to do that again!’ she cried to Koenig when she was 
safely in the Medical Centre. ‘They’ve got the minds of geniuses and the 
instincts of vultures. And their molecular code! I thought I was never going 
to get out of that disgusting image!’ 

‘But did it work? Did you find out?’ Koenig asked her intently. 

She nodded. ‘They’re a species who live on radiation, or rather, their 
“Creator” lives on radiation. My bet is that he’s actually the Space Field...’ 

‘Radiation?’ Helena asked with deliberation. ‘That explains a few 
things.’ 

‘It’s the only kind of energy they can assimilate,’ Maya commented. ‘All 
species live on energy — it’s the one thing we all have in common.’ 

‘We get ours from food. They get theirs neat — from nuclear radiation. 
That’s what keeps them alive.’ Koenig pondered. ‘Why didn’t they stay on 
their planet?’ 


‘Their Creator? The Space Field doesn’t need a planet. But whatever’s 
wrong with it, it must get a huge intake of radiation soon, or it will die. 
What it wants are our nuclear waste dumps!’ 

‘Tf the dumps will help, they can have them!’ Koenig told her. 

Maya shook her head worriedly. ‘I’m afraid it’s not as easy as that. 
Remember when you crashed the Eagle? What the Space Field wants is the 
kind of violently intense radiation it would get from an actual atomic 
explosion.’ 

Helena started. ‘But that would wipe us out!’ 

‘That’s why they’ve taken control of our minds — so we won’t know what 
we’re doing when we blow up the dumps.’ 

“When we blow them up!’ Koenig exclaimed in consternation. 

“They have very limited kinetic energy; they can’t handle physical 
activity at all — probably because of the weakened state of the Space Field. 
They plan to manipulate us into exploding the dumps for them.’ 

Sudden memory struck Koenig. ‘You’re right! I must have been the 
Space Field’s first guinea pig! I’ve just remembered! D’you know what I 
thought I was doing in that Eagle up there — when I was fooling around?’ 

‘What?’ Helena asked. 

‘I was twenty years old and I was joy-riding in my father’s crop-sprayer 
—a little Gypsy Moth!’ 

Maya nodded agreement. ‘Either it hoped you’d hit one of the domes to 
see if it would give it the kind of radiation it wanted...’ 

‘Or it was testing out what kind of control it had over us,’ Koenig 
finished for her. ‘It tried a more crude method first of all,’ he recalled, ‘by 
taking over poor Carolyn Powell. Unfortunately the Lambda Waves it 
produced in our minds made us all react oddly, so we were able to find out 
in time. Now it’s over-looked another thing — your machine.’ He turned to 
Helena. ‘But then it couldn’t have been expected to know about that when 
we didn’t even know ourselves.’ 

Helena paled. ‘It’s terrifying! They can make us do anything. What did 
Sandstrom think he was doing, for instance, when he tried to kill you?’ 

‘More to the point... what do Alan and Ehrlich think they’re doing in that 
Superswift concoction?’ The pieces of the macabre jigsaw gradually began 
to fit together inside Koenig’s head. 


‘I—I told you.’ Helena seemed suddenly confused. ‘They’ve... they were 
supposed to have gone back to Earth...’ 

Without waiting for her to finish, Koenig ran over to the wall monitor 
and hit one of the communicator buttons. ‘That’s where the aliens have 
made them think they’ve gone!’ he shouted. The screen lit up and revealed 
a picture of the austere lunar landscape. Savagely, he punched another 
button. This time he got a long shot of the Nuclear Waste Domes. 

Even from this distance they could see the low outline of the Eagle ship 
crouched in front of the Monitoring Station. Koenig punched more buttons 
in rapid succession and gradually brought the scene closer. Now they saw 
the open door of the station and the tell-tale darkness inside gaping at them. 

‘But that’s where they really are,’ Koenig commented grimly. ‘Still on 
the Moon. Superswift, rubbish!’ 

‘But that is the Superswift...!’ Helena began, referring to the Eagle. She 
realized that she was seeing the ship in a different light. To her it was still a 
Superswift. ‘All right, I believe you,’ she said, trying to calm herself. 

‘Question is, what are they doing there?’ Koenig scowled. ‘Or is that a 
stupid question?’ 

Maya frowned. “They can’t do any harm — at least not without atomic 
fuel.’ 

Koenig punched yet another button. Another of the Moon Base’s surface 
buildings appeared on the screen. The legend on its door read: 

ATOMIC FUEL STORE 

He grunted, in some satisfaction. The doors were still closed. But then, to 
one side, he noticed an empty Moon Buggy. It had been used recently, 
judging by the careless way it had been parked. 

‘There’s your atomic fuel,’ he said in alarm. “The Aliens are going to 
make Carter and Ehrlich explode the dumps.’ 

“They won’t do it’! Helena said. “They can’t make Carter do something 
that is basically against his...” She trailed off lamely, realizing that they 
could. The technique of the Telepathic Depth Hypnosis, when it had been 
simulated in the laboratory, had been known to cause test subjects to behave 
in direct contradiction to their will. 

“You’re right,’ she agreed, horrified. ‘They won’t know they’re doing it. 
They’ ll think they’re doing quite different things back on Earth!’ 

“We’ ve got to stop them before they get to that...’ 


He broke off, noticing that the doors to the Fuel Store were sliding 
slowly, irrevocably open. From the blackness within two figures clad in 
space suits emerged. One was Carter, the other looked like it could be 
Ehrlich. They were carrying a long cylindrical case of atomic fuel. 

‘I should have had that old store closed down and that fuel buried a long 
time ago,’ Koenig declared hotly. ‘We don’t use it any more.’ He wracked 
his mind trying to think of their next move. ‘Where’s Bartlett?’ 

‘He’d be at the monitoring station preparing...’ Maya didn’t need to 
finish. 

They stood stock still for a few moments, watching the two figures on the 
small screen carry the large cylinder into the Moon Buggy. The figures 
dumped their load and walked back towards the Store. 

Koenig saw a way. He whipped out his comlock and punched out the 
sequence that locked him into contact with the Main Computer. The Main 
Computer was programmed to act on voice instruction when this frequency 
was used. ‘Close and lock entrance to Atomic Fuel Store,’ he ordered it. He 
watched with bated breath to see if his command was carried out. The old 
Store hadn’t been used much since Tiranium had been introduced, and its 
mechanisms might conceivably be malfunctioning. 

The doors obediently closed — just as the two figures crossed the 
threshold — sealing them inside. 

“We’ve got to go after them!’ Koenig turned from the screen and started 
for the Medical Centre doors. 

He was arrested by Helena’s fretful voice. ‘John! How are you going to 
get an Eagle? They won’t understand...’ 

Koenig paused briefly. ‘Last time I behaved like a madman. This time I 
know what’s going on. They’Ill see I’m rational.’ He opened the doors and 
ran out into the corridor. 

The Psychic Waves began buffeting against Helena’s mind again, and she 
gestured weakly to Maya for support. They clung to each other, the one in 
despair, the other sympathy, while they waited to hear from Koenig. 


The Waves of control beat against Koenig as he raced along the corridor, 
pushing his way past the ineffectual Jelly Beings that tried to block his path. 


An icy wind followed him as the straining mass of the Space Amoeba 
summoned the residues of its strength to overthrow him. 

A thousand alien thoughts blocked the Commander’s mind, but he 
remorselessly fought them off. His skin numbed with the cold, he fought an 
overwhelming desire to lie down and curl up and escape. 

As he reached the Command Centre, the shrieking wind dropped, and the 
Jelly Beings ceased to block his path. The Space Amoeba’s rippling ocean 
stilled. It tried another tactic. 

Koenig made his way through the obscene fraternizing mix of Alphans 
and Aliens and into the Command Centre. The noise of the grisly reception 
party died away. Koenig looked around the horror show and spied 
Verdeschi. 

‘Tony?’ he said, in what he thought was a commanding, authoritative 
voice. ‘I want an Eagle for immediate take-off.’ 

Sudden screams of panic came from the Alphan members of the party. 
Their eyes were on Koenig and they backed away in horror from what they 
Saw. 

Verdeschi stood his ground. For a split second the figure of the 
Commander had looked like the old Koenig he knew and desperately 
needed. His hopes had risen through the wash of the pleasure bath that he 
and the other Alphans were immersed in. He hoped that there would at last 
be someone he could talk to about the doubts he had felt — and still felt to a 
certain degree — about the events that were taking place. But the moj 
mentary glimpse of rationality and coolness that he had caught in Koenig’s 
features were ruined in a moment. 

The Commander snarled. His face contorted abruptly into a horrific, 
Savage grimace, and his eyes swept around the room in an enraged, 
demented glare. His whole body shook and he was frothing from his mouth 
as he spoke. 

Sudden anger returned to Verdeschi; not for the Commander, but for 
Maya and Helena, who had let him escape again, uncured. 

He rested his hand cautiously on his laser gun. 


Koenig faltered in surprise. The reaction of the Alphans had knocked him 
off his guard. They were reacting as if he were a Jelly Being, as if he were... 


realization dawned. 

He was probably being seen as something unpleasant. His mind thought 
rapidly. But there was nothing he could do now to alter the situation. There 
wasn’t time. 

He decided that whatever he looked like he would have to try to persuade 
Verdeschi. It was vital. 

As coolly and collectedly as he could, he walked toward the Security 
Chief, inwardly not a little unnerved by the latter’s itchy trigger finger. 


Verdeschi hesitated as the frothing madman that now bore almost no 
resemblance to Koenig, took several steps forward and then sprang at him. 
The madman sprang with the ferocity of a caged tiger attempting to regain 
his freedom. He fell on him, biting and clawing, and began throttling the 
life out of him. 

With a desperate burst of strength, Verdeschi threw him off. He 
clambered to his feet before the madman could stop him, and drew out his 
laser. 

‘Stop, or I’ll fire!’ he yelled, fighting for breath. 

The madman faltered in his second attack, and stopped. “Tony, listen to 
me!’ he growled. “You must do as I say.’ 

“You’re insane, John!’ Verdeschi trembled. ‘Don’t come near me or I’ll 
shoot you!’ Even now he did not want to shoot, and once more he hesitated. 

The slavering animal shot towards him and punched him in the stomach. 
With inhuman strength it rammed him up against a wall. 

“Tony!” it shrieked in his ears. ‘I’m the only sane man in this base!’ 

The snub nose of the laser was pressing into the creature’s stomach. 
Instead of replying, Verdeschi squeezed the trigger — enveloping them both 
in a burning, numbing globe of light. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


Helena and Maya watched the unconscious Koenig being stretchered back 
into the Medical Centre. They wore expressions of shocked dismay. 

The Orderlies trooped in, supervized by a pallid, exasperated Verdeschi. 
‘What are you doing letting him roam around?’ he shouted at the two 
women. ‘He could hurt himself, and us!’ He rubbed his arms which still 
ached from the secondary dosage of light energy he had received. The 
Orderlies helped Helena lift the stricken figure on to the bed. 

‘It’s not a question of letting...” Maya began angrily. A look of sheer 
paranoia was beginning to build up on her face as she thought of what 
Carter and the two possessed physicists might already be doing. But 
Verdeschi cut her off. 

“Maya — he could hurt you, too.’ 

‘He’s not unbalanced!’ Helena shouted at him from the bedside. 

‘Not unbalanced!’ Verdeschi spluttered. ‘He...’ 

Koenig was simply stunned and he would recover, Helena decided... if 
they now had a future left to recover in. She turned on Verdeschi. “There are 
things you don’t know.’ 

Verdeschi snorted. ‘I know insanity when I see it.’ 

“You don’t even know what you are seeing!’ she replied furiously. 

Verdeschi’s scorn turned to puzzlement. ‘What’s that...? I don’t what...?’ 

Maya shook her head warningly at Helena, and the doctor caught her 
meaning. She stopped herself just in time. ‘Oh, nothing,’ she pretended 
impatience. ‘Just try to be a little less gun-happy, would you?’ 

The Italian snorted again and marched from the room, fuming with rage. 

Maya and Helena rushed back to Koenig. They dismissed the Orderlies. 

‘He wouldn’t have taken in what you were going to tell him,’ Maya said 
when they were alone again. ‘The Aliens control him like everyone else. 
He’d have thought you were mad, too.’ She peered in consternation at the 
Commander. ‘Is there a quick way of bringing him round?’ 

Helena nodded, loading a syringe and squirting it in the air. ‘A short cut.’ 


She slid the needle full of stimulant deftly into Koenig’s arm, and 
injected him. She withdrew the needle and slapped a plaster over the 
wound. She began shaking him, calling his name. 

They waited tensely. Slowly he came round, and opened his eyes. He 
stared around him in a daze, trying to re-orientate himself, then sat up. His 
cheeks were flushed and he was breathing rapidly. 

‘Give me some more of that,’ was the first thing he said. 

‘It’s the most powerful stimulant I have,’ Helena told him reprovingly. 
‘I’ve given you as much as I dare.’ 

With a great effort of will he swung his legs back off the bed and flicked 
his eyes back on the wall screen. It had been left on and was still trained on 
the Fuel Store doors. A sinister development had taken place. 

The three of them watched in despair as a circle of metal in the centre of 
one of the doors was pushed out. Carter and Ehrlich started to climb out 
carrying flame lances — the powerful cutting tools which had aided them in 
their escape. 

Koenig’s head swam. His senses still reeled under the impact of the laser, 
from which his system hadn’t yet properly recovered. He had to act fast, but 
his brain would not function. 

He turned wrathfully to Helena. ‘Alan is on his way to blow up the 
Moon. More!’ 

Rapidly she broke open another phial and reloaded the syringe. With the 
same technique as before, she injected him in his other arm. 

He exhaled heavily, and shook with sudden elation as the drug was 
pumped round him by his blood. He felt sick and deathly ill, at the same 
time he felt excited and all-powerful. Ignoring the terrible strain his body 
was put to to achieve these effects, he staggered to his feet and began 
pacing up and down the Medical Centre, looking now like the tiger that 
Verdeschi had mistaken him to be. 

On the screen, the two saboteurs dropped their lances into the Moon 
Buggy and set out on their journey of destruction... 


With less overt malice, Carter and Ehrlich lowered a large picnic hamper in 
the boot of a small sports car. 


After the hectic reception, they had been put through by the Press, the 
scientists — even the President had spoken to them, commending them for 
their valour, and welcoming them home — and sundry curious bystanders, 
they had rented a small cottage in the country with the intention of taking a 
well-deserved break. They needed to experience their new-found freedom 
to the full, to get their minds adjusted again to the overwhelming feelings of 
joy and delight that returning to Earth had made them feel. 

The cottage was white-washed and set on a narrow, winding lane in the 
midst of rolling fields and woodland. It was part of a small, quiet hamlet of 
buildings. The air was fresh and clear and filled with birdsong; it was the 
ideal, idyllic kind of place on Earth which they remembered from their 
childhoods — a place and time that they thought had been lost forever. 

They re-entered the low, wooden door of the sunny cottage and re- 
emerged a few moments later carrying folding chairs and blankets. Carter 
closed the door behind him and they returned to the car. They dumped the 
gear inside the open convertible, and climbed inside. Soon they were 
speeding off into the distance, toward a skyline of mountains and forests 
and hidden lakes. 


Koenig thumped his fists on every object that he passed as he paced up and 
down. 

‘How long would it take to process everyone on your machine?’ he asked 
Helena. ‘Make everyone on Alpha immune to the Aliens, like Maya and 
me?’ 

“Days, weeks,’ Helena replied unhappily. ‘Even if you could get them to 
agree.’ 

“We’ve got to get them back... break the Aliens’ hold on their minds.’ He 
resumed his pacing. It would be suicide, he realized, to step outside the 
Medical Centre doors again without a proper plan of action — no matter how 
close the Moon was to being blown into oblivion. 

“There could be a way...’ Helena began, hesitantly. 

“What? What is it? What way?’ 

‘I sometimes use a sonic anaesthetic instead of drugs...’ 

“White Noise!’ Maya interjected excitedly. ‘It works by blocking certain 
nerve-paths and synapses in the brain!’ 


Helena nodded, still uncertain. ‘In theory it’s possible it might also 
obstruct the telepathic input of the Aliens.’ 

Koenig ceased pacing and a glimmer of hope brightened his dark 
features. ‘It would need to be amplified and transmitted to everyone on 
Alpha.’ 

‘It could be.” Helena walked towards an ante-room and disappeared 
inside. A moment later she re-emerged, holding up a canister. ‘The 
experimental tape Ben used when he ran some tests with it. We got a good 
result...” She showed it to Koenig, but adding the warning: ‘We had to stop 
because of a risk of side effects. We never got round to testing it on a mass 
sample.’ 

“That doesn’t matter now.’ Koenig snatched it from her. ‘We either all get 
damaged — or we all die.’ 


Hi-Fi sound surrounded Jack Bartlett as he lazed back on large silk seat 
cushions in the luxury apartment he had chosen as his retreat. 

The pad was quietly but expensively furnished, though there wasn’t 
much furniture. Every room was carpeted wall to wall. In the bedroom was 
a heated, illuminated water bed. Cushions and low divan tables struck the 
style throughout. On the pastel-coloured walls hung expensive paintings 
and other forms of wall art. There were rows of spotlights for altering the 
lighting, sophisticated musical equipment and _ conveniently-situated 
controls for operating it all. 

He lay back in total bliss, depressing a button on the portable control 
panel by his side. Somewhere in the room a stylus dropped precisely into 
place on a disc, and the deep, vibrant notes of Jimi Hendrix’s Voodoo Chile 
started playing... 


Bartlett’s fingers turned the control knob labelled WASTE DOME THREE 
on the console in front of him. 

He was inside the Nuclear Monitoring Station. 

It was a small, technical room with a single console and, apart from the 
airlock, a row of three doors marked respectively, WASTE DOME ONE... 
TWO... THREE. After years of disuse both the console and the doors were 
functioning as though new. 


The airlock doors had been left open to the vacuum of space and the 
prickling stars. He worked methodically, step by step, preparing the third 
dome for its deadly conjunction with the atomic fuel core that Carter and 
Ehrlich were bringing. Like them, he worked mindlessly, faithlessly, 
unaware of the catastrophic, irreversible damage he was about to cause. 
When the dome exploded, the Moon, (already weakened from the previous 
explosions that had occurred on its surface) would likely crack in pieces. 


“The Aliens aren’t going to sit still for it,’ Koenig warned, as he, Maya and 
Helena ran from the Medical Centre, armed with lasers and the lethal White 
Noise tape. ‘They’!l have read our minds.’ 

“They’ll fool people into trying to stop us,’ Maya agreed. 

‘Make sure you’re set on stun if they do,’ he said, leading the way 
towards the Command Centre. Already the dark blobs of the Jelly Beings 
were converging assiduously on them from all directions — from behind, 
from in front and from the walls of the corridors where they had 
agglommerated in conspiratorial groups. The creatures were unable to move 
as fast as the Alphans but there were suddenly so many that it was 
impossible to escape them. 

They heaved their way through the squelching, stinking carcasses, 
occasionally blasting them with their lasers. The air was soon filled with the 
acrid smell of burnt garbage and biological wind. Then, from behind came a 
series of loud yells and shouts. 

“Verdeschi’s men!’ Koenig swore grimly. ‘They’re after us!’ 

Ahead of them the corridor stretched on for a good distance before 
curving, offering them no escape, They turned and faced the guards. It was 
ironic that the sector they most had to be wary of was the human one — and 
not the Alien. 

‘Hold it!’ one of the Security Guards shouted, drawing closer to them. 
‘Throw your guns on the floor where we can see them!’ He was part of a 
party of four, the most senior member. While the others covered him, he 
advanced. His face was expressionless. ‘Very well.’ His lips curled into an 
evil snarl. ‘Give me that!’ He extended his free hand towards Helena and 
opened it. He meant the tape. 


Helena’s gun was still aimed at him, now on stun, and she squeezed the 
fire button. Too late, he pressed his own, collapsing in a bright aura of light. 
His gun burned harmlessly upward before dying away. 

The other three guards activated their guns. Koenig and Maya dived to 
the floor, below their line of fire. The Guard who aimed at Helena, shot 
wide. Before any one of them had the chance to shoot again, they sagged to 
the ground, caught by the return fire dextrously played by Koenig and 
Maya. 

‘The Psi Waves must be affecting their minds,’ Koenig muttered 
disgruntedly as they rose to their feet to avoid being smothered by a passing 
Jelly Being. ‘Either that or they’re out of training. They couldn’t shoot their 
own fingers off!’ 

He knelt to retrieve one of the Guard’s lasers. He studied it, then threw it 
back. He turned grimly to Maya and Helena. ‘It’s on kill!’ 

They sped on their way. 

As they drew closer to their destination, the corridors became more 
crowded with the obnoxious Jellies. Evidently they were spilling out of the 
Command Centre in an attempt to block the path by sheer force of numbers. 
But their plan didn’t work. 

The three Alphans burnt and melted a pathway through, and burst into 
the control room. Immediately, two deluded Alphan men hurled themselves 
at them. One came from either side, only to receive deft karate chops from 
Koenig, who was in top form by courtesy of the drugs. 

The men reeled to the floor and fell still. Koenig stepped over their 
bodies and positioned himself squarely in front of Verdeschi, who was 
standing by his console. The party had tapered off now and the room was 
mainly full of jilted Alphans wondering where their party guests had got to. 
He fired at one of the consoles near to him and it erupted in a small 
explosion of crackling plastic and smoke. 

The Alphans in the Centre froze. 

“The next man that moves,’ Koenig warned. He beckoned to the two 
women. “Helena, Maya — the tape.’ He jerked his gun at Sahn. ‘Help them.’ 

Helena moved to Sahn’s console and together they started loading the 
tape into the special recorder. 

A Jelly Being by the side of Verdeschi slurped uncomfortably. It was 
Guido. Verdeschi stepped forward towards Koenig, blatantly ignoring 


Koenig’s threat. His face broke into a patronizing smile — the kind used to 
humour mental patients — and Koenig tensed. His finger tightened on the 
firing button. 

‘Shut up, Tony,’ he said without ceremony, before the Security Chief had 
a chance to speak. ‘And keep back.’ 

Verdeschi’s hand moved towards his own laser. 

‘Don’t do it.’ 

Verdeschi’s smile paled, and his hand froze in mid-air. He opened his 
mouth, about to speak, but thought better of it. His mind was thinking along 
channels designed to outwit Koenig when the first bars of a weird intense 
crackling noise emanated into the room. 

“There’s your White Noise,’ Helena turned to Koenig. ‘With as much 
amplification as I can give it.’ 

A crease of lines formed on Koenig’s forehead. ‘Will everyone on the 
Base be getting it?’ 

She nodded. ‘Everyone.’ 

“What about someone on the surface?’ 

‘They’ ll be getting it through their helmet receivers, but there won’t be a 
lot of power. If the Aliens choose to block it off...’ 

Verdeschi was about to intervene again. ‘John...’ he began pleadingly. 
Without warning, the semblance of his brother Guido began to waver out of 
existence. He was replaced by the fearful jelly shape of an Alien. He gasped 
in horror as his mind gradually cleared, under the deconditioning effect of 
the weird noise coming from the tape recorder. 

There were similar gasps and more than a few screams from other 
Alphans as the familiar outlines of their beloved friends and relatives 
dissolved away into the reality of the Jelly Beings. Dr Shaw, Diana, Louisa, 
Burdette, Rockwell... all changed. 

Verdeschi was the first to come round from the shock. He ignored Koenig 
now and yelled at the Alphans instead. ‘Blast them!!’ 

Koenig ran over to him and gripped his arm. “Tony, it won’t do any 
good...’ 

As he spoke, the Jelly Beings abruptly vanished. All trace of them — their 
smell, their spore, the bits and pieces of their decaying protoplasm that had 
fallen everywhere — vanished. 

Everyone stared around them in disbelief. 


“We’ve... won?’ Helena asked uncertainly over the background sound of 
the White Noise and the crying and sobbing of Alphans who suddenly 
found their hopes of returning to Earth shattered. 

‘I don’t think so,’ Koenig said, puzzled. He called to Sahn. ‘Give me the 
Atomic Fuel Store.’ 

Sahn punched a button and the picture of the Store flashed on the screen. 
The Moon Buggy was parked outside again, and Carter and Ehrlich were 
carrying out more of the long cylinders. The space-suited men dropped the 
cylinder into the Buggy and climbed inside. They began bumping slowly 
off across the uneven terrain of the Moon. 

“We haven’t stopped them,’ Koenig stared at the figures with an almost 
manic determination. “They’re heading for the Waste Domes! With the 
fuel,’ he added for the benefit of Verdeschi, who was gradually piecing 
together what had happened with an increasingly alarmed look on his face. 
He ran from the Centre, motioning Maya and Koenig to follow him. Helena 
stayed behind, caught in her role as Doctor by several of the Alphans who 
were unable to bear once more the pain of the Cold Light of Reality. 


The corridors looked clinical and cold in their normal lighting. They were 
bare and almost empty. Most Alphans had retreated to the privacy of their 
rooms, disorientated and distressed. 

Koenig sped along them, followed by Verdeschi and Maya. They stopped 
breathlessly at the entrance to one of the Travel Tubes. He punched the 
‘door open’ button and they piled inside. Soon they were being swept away 
inside the Tube’s capsule, down the long, gleaming bore towards the 
Launch Pad of Eagle Five. 

“The Space Field knows about the White Noise,” Maya commented as 
they entered the airlock of the Eagle Ship. ‘It must have abandoned us and 
concentrated all its powers on Alan and the other two.’ 

They closed the hatchway hastily behind them and ran to their posts in 
the Pilot Section. 

‘If that’s what it’s done, it can still control them,’ Koenig said, starting 
the powerful drive rockets of the craft. ‘It probably receives just enough 
energy from the normal radiation level of the Moon Base to carry on...’ 


His hand slipped off one button and on to another. ‘Helena!’ he called 
urgently as her face appeared on the monitor. ‘Cut the power. All except 
communications.’ 

‘It means all Life Support Systems will be out,’ she warned him. ‘We 
can’t last long without them... we’ll freeze.’ 

‘If we don’t stop Alan and the others there’ll be no life on this rock to 
support,’ Koenig barked back. 

Her face disappeared. He hit another button. The Moon Buggy carrying 
the cylinders appeared. He announced himself to the figures over their 
helmet radios. ‘Alan, Ehrlich, this is Commander Koenig. Do you read me? 
Alan...’ Either something was wrong with the transmission, or they weren’t 
willing to listen to him. Koenig’s intuition told him it was the latter... 


A cold breeze momentarily wafted into the faces of Carter and Ehrlich as 
they motored through tall pine-trees searching for a place to picnic. 

Ehrlich beamed happily at Carter. ‘I’m just happy to be alive,’ he said. 
He looked behind him in the back seat. ‘With these two gorgeous lovelies, 
who wouldn’t be?’ 

Where picnic hamper and chairs had been dumped, now sat two 
stunningly beautiful girls. One was a blonde and one was a brunette. 
Neither looked as if they’d passed much time since leaving high school. In 
response to Ehrlich’s look of anticipatory ecstasy, they giggled nervously... 


‘Alan, Ehrlich!’ Koenig tried again. “This is Commander Koenig. Do you 
read me?’ 

There was still no reply. Verdeschi kept the ship on course while he 
radioed. Maya had taken up a post in the Passenger Section and began 
taking readings of the terrain below them. 

“Touch down in front of them, Tony,’ Koenig ordered. 

‘No, John,’ Maya’s voice called out. ‘The ground below is crumbly. With 
the weight of the Eagle we’d go straight through the surface.’ 

Koenig nodded. ‘OK. Drop me in front of them.’ Leaving Verdeschi in 
charge, he ran swiftly to join Maya in the Passenger Section. He pulled out 
a space-suit from one of the lockers and began climbing into it. 


He stepped into the airlock and waited for the inner doors to close behind 
him. He reported to Verdeschi. The Italian radioed back to say that they 
were in position. 

The airlock depressurized, and the outer doors rolled open on a vista of 
jagged mountains and starry sky. Quickly he attached two clips to his belt 
and slid over the side, taken gently down by two descent cables which held 
him at his centre of gravity by the clips. 

In the near distance he could see the Moon Buggy rolling and jerking 
towards him on its great spongy wheels. 

He touched ground and unclipped himself expertly. “Take her away,’ he 
radioed, not taking his eyes from the Buggy for a second. The immense 
bulk of the Eagle above him ascended, its rockets blazing down from their 
manifolds at each end, safely distant from him. 

It rose and hovered in space, waiting for further instructions. 

The Moon Buggy was now almost on him, and he could see the two 
helmeted drivers clearly. He kicked at the lunar surface, sufficiently hard to 
send him on a long jump that landed him in the immediate path of the 
vehicle. He waved frantically for it to stop... 


“What the...?’ Carter braked the four-seater sports car hard. 

In front of them, a masked gunman, concealed behind a bend, had 
appeared. He brandished a revolver at them and motioned them to stop. 

‘Down!’ he yelled at the two girls. 

The girls screamed and did as they were bid while Carter grimly 
accelerated towards the waylayer, hoping that he wouldn’t be hit. 

The gunman opened fire, but the bullets sailed harmlessly past the car 
and he was forced to jump to one side — or be killed himself... 


Koenig clutched his laser, which he had set to stun, and climbed clumsily to 
his feet. He had rolled about six metres away. As he rose, he slipped again 
and the gun was sent arcing through the air into a crevasse. Once more he 
raised himself to his feet. He re-orientated and noticed that the Moon 
Buggy, far from keeping to its course toward the three domes, had 
commenced circling him ominously. It aligned itself with him and then sped 


rapidly towards him, travelling far faster than was safe in the airless 
gravity-less conditions. 
Again, Koenig side-stepped. This time he leaped on board... 


The gunman sidestepped and caught hold of the car, and Carter cursed 
himself for having returned. He should have driven off and left the man to 
it. But some foolish whim had prevented him from doing so. 

The girls were screaming and kicking at the intruder, trying to beat him 
off. 

Carter’s jaw tightened. Trusting to luck he put the car in a tight turn. The 
gunman was flung off by centrifugal force and rolled into the grassy verge 
by the lane side... 


Koenig rolled over and over, smashing into boulders and scraping against 
jagged rocks. 

The Buggy swerved and headed for him again. He lifted himself 
carefully to his feet and retreated towards the safety of a large outcrop of 
rock, using boulders as cover every time the Buggy tried to ram him. 

The transporter drove at him one last time, propelled by desperate forces 
that didn’t know when to stop. 

It accelerated dangerously, its glinting fenders and the crouched shapes of 
the two space-suited occupants bearing savagely down on him: 

At the last moment, he kicked downward and launched him. self up in the 
air. He arced over the top of the Buggy, knowing with anguish in his heart 
that the two luckless drivers would impact with the rock face. 


CHAPTER NINE 


‘Drop me there,’ Maya called to Verdeschi over her helmet radio. 

Koenig needed help, and she had dressed herself ready. 

Verdeschi obliged, and once more brought the craft down, sparing no fuel 
on their desperate mission of survival. The rockets burned and thundered 
and Maya was lowered on to the surface. She unclipped herself and ran to 
where the three figures were fighting by the motionless Moon Buggy. 

The Commander was getting the worst of the beating, pinned down by 
Carter while an incensed Ehrlich tugged at his vital breathing pipes, trying 
to detach them. 

She acted quickly. It-was not worth risking defeat by adding herself to the 
affray in her usual Psychon form. She was no match for two posssessed 
men. 

A creature that had once existed on her home planet before it exploded 
came to mind. Originally evolved to breathe air, it had adapted over the 
years to Psychon’s dwindling surface atmosphere. As Psychons’ air had 
disappeared it had adapted itself to survive the cold and the vacuum. It had 
been able to survive without air or warmth for periods of quite considerable 
duration, before being finally forced back into its subterranean lair where 
breathable gases were emitted. 

Little had the creature known at the time that its stubborn resistance to 
racial extinction was to reap benefits for a race of beings it had never 
known, many years in the future, long after its own race had perished. 

Maya transformed her molecular structure into its pattern and she 
lumbered to the rescue of Koenig. 

She had a thick, tough hide to withstand the vacuum, and matts of long 
dark hair to withstand the cold. Her lungs were like steel cages that 
compressed and stored the air that had been fed into them by the oxygen 
packs. She stood about two metres tall, andwas powerfully built to give her 
the strength and endurance that she would need to escape to her lair. Two 
large, fierce horns stood erect on her round hairy head to protect herself 
from the attacks of other creatures like herself. A single eye encased in a 


tough, translucent membrane blazed sullenly from the centre of her 
forehead to give her unrivalled sight to see her foes. 

She came up behind Carter and Ehrlich and tore them violently from 
their victim. Ehrlich fell to the ground, and sagged his suit on a jagged rock. 
He lay helplessly, dying, waiting for the cold to get to him. 

Carter made for the Buggy, which, miraculously was still working, and 
backed it away from the rock face and drove off. 

The Vacuum Creature shimmered. She converted herself back to her 
space-suited form. She moved to Koenig and helped him re-attach his 
breathing tubes. He climbed to his feet. 

Ehrlich lay motionless a few metres away and they went over to look at 
him. Maya knelt besides him and located the rip. Inside his helmet Joe 
Ehrlich looked deathly white. 

‘Repair his suit, Maya,’ Koenig’s voice crackled over to her. “Tony,’ he 
called up to the Eagle Ship. ‘Ehrlich’s lost most of his air. Get him back to 
Alpha; he needs depressurizing... that’s his only chance.’ 

‘Coming in now, John.’ 

Above them, the blazing Eagle came in. 

Koenig turned to the horizon of domes where the Buggy had headed and 
calculated the distance it had gone. Judging that he would just about have 
time to catch the vehicle up, he kicked once more at the ground and set out 
after it. When he landed, he kicked again, and bounded in a series of long, 
graceful strides across the lunar surface. The distance between the Buggy 
and himself reduced. But he realized with despair that he wouldn’t make it. 
Carter just about had the edge on him. He would arrive at the Monitoring 
Station in time to off-load at least a few of the cylinders and lock himself 
inside the building with Bartlett before he got there. 

As he bounded towards the domes he watched all that he had surmised, 
happen. 


The Semblance that was Carter activated the doors of the Monitoring 
Station, sealing him and the Semblance of Bartlett inside. 

Directed by powers behind his control, Carter unhooked the thermal 
lance he had slung across his shoulder and started it burning. As Koenig 


reached the outside of the doors and began madly pressing the button he 
spot-welded the doors together, making it impossible for them to function. 

The airlock pressurized, they stepped through. They dragged in three of 
the heavy atomic fuel cylinders with them into the inner chamber, now 
flooded with air. The doors behind them closed and they removed their 
helmets. 

Not taking any chances, Carter’s controller decided to have him weld 
these doors too. Then, via Bartlett’s silent motioning, it directed the two 
men to carry the fuel cores through the door marked WASTE DOME 
THREE. 

A short corridor of polished steel lay in front of them. It was flanked with 
about six of the Jelly Beings who stood motionlessly overseeing them. At 
the head of the corridor was a door marked with an indecipherable notice. 
They moved through the Jelly Beings towards it... 


Bartlett’s apartment had changed. The music had stopped. He was standing 
sometime in the Past, in a roof garden, carrying a small child. The child was 
laughing gaily as he charged around the little fountains and terraces with 
her on his shoulders. In the ornamental doorway leading to the stairs, his 
pretty wife stood watching them. She was dressed in the cotton print dress 
he always remembered her by. The scene was the last happy scene he 
remembered having taken place before his ill-fated assignment to the Moon 
Base... 


The gunman had gone. Erhlich had leapt out of the sports car and chased 
him into the forest. Carter had waited, but his girl in the back seat had spied 
a small lake and a boat house amongst the trees and had impatiently pleaded 
with him to go to it. Now he rowed strongly out across the lake under the 
hot sun. Ehrlich was forgotten as the girl sunned herself in the prow of the 
boat and pouted invitingly at him. He rowed faster, trying to reach the 
foliage-covered hump of an island in the calm, deep waters... 


They ferried the fuel cores down the steel corridor to the circular door. 
EXTREME DANGER. NUCLEAR WASTE. 


Carter and Bartlett stared vacantly at the massive locking mechanisms 
that kept the danger door shut. Wordlessly, Carter swung the thermal lance 
off his shoulders again and began setting it up. He directed the fierce flame 
at the thick steel and began cutting into it... 


‘Maya?’ Koenig called urgently from the surface outside the Monitoring 
Station. 

“Yes, John?’ she asked from the Eagle ship. 

He told her where he was. “The airlock doors have been welded from the 
inside. I’m going to ram them with the Buggy to break the weld.’ 

“We’re standing by,’ she told him as he made his way to the Moon Buggy 
and climbed inside. ‘Be careful. We’ve got Ehrlich. I don’t think he’!] make 
it, John. Tony’s taking his suit off right... wait a moment.’ Verdeschi’s voice 
channel and the two of them conversed between themselves for a few 
moments. Then Maya’s voice spoke to him again: ‘We’ve found the 
electronic key to the central waste storage chamber inside Dome Three. 
Ehrlich was carrying it. Looks like we’ve won a little time.’ 

Koenig gritted his teeth. ‘Just as well,’ he replied. ‘They’re inside.’ He 
aimed the Buggy at the outer doors and squeezed the pressure-sensitive 
acceleration control inside the steering wheel. The Buggy shot forward and 
he braced himself for the collision. 

The hastily-welded metal cracked and the doors rolled open in response 
to his comlock. The inner doors presented another problem. They too had 
been welded and to break their weld with the Buggy he would have to leave 
the outer doors open to provide a run up, which would risk losing the 
atmospheric pressure of the Station, and perhaps kill Bartlett and Carter. 
But if Bartlett and Carter weren’t stopped, then everyone on Alpha would 
be killed. 

Grimly, he backed the Moon Buggy from the doors and charged at them. 
The weld snapped — without the doors opening of their own accord. The 
two unwilling power-jackers had been lucky, he thought, as he backed the 
Buggy out and jumped down. He walked through the outer doors and closed 
them behind him. He pressurized the air-lock, then opened the inner doors 
and moved quickly inside. 


He took off his helmet and looked around the deserted Station. One 
glance was sufficient to tell him that Bartlett and Carter were already deep 
inside one of the Domes, cutting their way into a storage room. He walked 
round to the front of the console and stabbed at a button. Maya’s face 
appeared in the monitor screen. 

‘How can the Field still control Alan and Bartlett?’ he asked in 
puzzlement. ‘Everything’s closed down... where are they getting their 
energy?’ 

Maya shrugged. ‘The human brain generates electrical ac tivity. It could 
be that. There’s probably enough among the population of Alpha to keep a 
few of us under hypnosis.’ 

Koenig tapped the console top while he thought what do do. ‘When 
people are unconscious, their brain activity is reduced, isn’t it?’ 

‘Very greatly...” She looked calculatingly at him, guessing his intentions. 
Before she could speak further he cut her off. 

Helena came on the screen. 

‘Helena, I want everyone on the Base knocked out — with the exception 
of yourself and the Chief Engineer.’ 

Helena looked incredulously at him. ‘What!? You mean unconscious?’ 

“Yes, I do mean unconscious!’ he snapped. He glanced worriedly over his 
shoulder toward the three doors which led to the Waste Domes. Above one 
of them a red emergency light was blinking. 

‘But...’ Helena began. 

‘Please don’t argue with me. Can you do it?’ 

“Yes... I can use a contact gas; it acts instantly, lasts about an hour. But, 
John, I’ve got to know...’ 

‘Just do it, Helena. Out.’ He broke contact with her and moved quickly 
towards the door... 


The girl was tired of being played with, so Bartlett took her back inside the 
apartment. 

He smiled at his wife and linked her arm. ‘Fancy a drive?’ he asked, 
reliving the distant, Sunday afternoon. 

She nodded. ‘It needs a good clean.’ 


He scowled good-naturedly. It was one of the jobs he never liked doing — 
hosing down cars, weeding, or fixing items that had fallen into disrepair. 
But apart from this one fault, of his wife’s — her insistence on neatness and 
cleanliness and perfection at all times — she made up for it in a great many 
other desirable ways. Reflecting pleasurably on the fact that he was the only 
happily-married person he knew, he got the elevator down to the parking lot 
at the bottom of the apartment block and began hosing down the car... 


The remains of the locking mechanism holding the thick steel door, fell 
away beneath the intense heat of the thermal lance. 

He drew back and pulled away his equipment. Tirelessly, he and Carter 
began pulling open the door. 

‘Alan...! Bartlett..!’ Koenig’s voice sounded suddenly behind them. They 
turned and watched the advancing figure. The unexpected sound of its voice 
had distracted them from their work; its visual significance as their 
commander meant nothing to them. But suddenly a fierce new motivation 
powered their paralyzed thinking centres. 

The figure bounding towards them might have been Koenig — but in their 
dream-world of unreality, it was a madman. A berserk psychotic with a 
machine gun spraying bullets at everyone he saw... 


Koenig halted, aware of their changed feelings towards him. He was still a 
few yards away from them; he was watched by the silent Jelly sentinels 
which were rooted ineffectually to the spot, their strength gone. 

Too late, Bartlett and Carter moved swiftly inside the Storage Room and 
pushed the heavy door shut behind them, Koenig sprang forward, drifting 
down the steel bore of the corridor, banging from side to side against its 
walls. He reached the door and found his feet. He pushed wildly at it. 

The Storage Room was actually an access point. In it was a circular 
access shute down which the nuclear waste had been tipped, into the 
container buried deep beneath the lunar surface. It was highly radioactive. 

Koenig’s lungs tightened as the cool, charged air was sucked inside him. 
His skin tingled as though he had been dipped in a bath of menthol. He 
knew, before he had set out, that he might have to sacrifice himself for the 
sake of the Moon Base as a whole. As Commander, sacrifice was his 


ultimate role. But he had never known that death would be like this... that 
the finality of it would be upon him so quickly, so finally... 

He fought down his feelings and moved towards the two figures who 
were standing by the chute. They were lifting one of the heavy cores into 
position ready to slide it down into the waste below. Bartlett was holding it 
whilst Carter attacked its cap with a wrench, unscrewing it to expose the 
rod of fuel inside. Koenig hurled himself at Carter, intending to knock him 
aside, but Bartlett, seeing him coming, stepped in his path and took the 
brunt of the collision. With an expert throw, he deflected the Commander 
against the wall. Koenig had taken hold of his space suit and now both men 
rolled over. With a strength born of desperation Koenig twisted round and 
kicked the physicist away, sending him spinning through the air towards the 
roof ofthe dome. 

Bartlett hit the roof and bounced off it. His body drifted helplessly back 
toward the floor and collapsed against it. The knock seemed to bring him to 
his senses for he sat up and rubbed his eyes, as though only recently 
awoken. 

The parking lot, the car he had been hosing, the sinister madman with the 
gun who had tried to attack him and Carter... vanished. It had been a dream. 
Then...? 

Dazedly, he looked around him. Slowly, he took in the true nature of his 
surroundings. He reacted suddenly in panic and struggled to rise to his feet. 
‘Atomic fuel...!’ he yelled. 

Koenig had set on Carter. He was delivering the Eagle Pilot a series of 
karate chops. ‘Yeah...’ he spoke to Bartlett as he fought. “You were about to 
plug it into the core.’ 

“We’d have blown up the entire Moon...’ 

Carter went down finally. His body slammed against the floor and 
bounced upward. Koenig caught him and dragged his unconscious body to 
rest. “You and Alan have been living an illusion...” Koenig told the 
physicist. ‘But their control...’ he indicated the Aliens standing outside the 
corridor, ‘has been broken...’ He glanced behind him in alarm. 

The Jelly Beings were back on their protoplasmic equivalent of feet, 
sucking and squelching their way towards him. They were arriving en 
masse, their phosphorescent bodies adding extra illumination to the drab 
lighting of the Storage Room. 


They were being motivated by the radiation, he suddenly realized. They 
were absorbing it... which meant that he, Bartlett and Carter might not have 
received lethal doses after all. 

But despite all the radiation food that they were absorbing, the Jellies 
were still in a weak condition. They had never had much strength to begin 
with he thought, watching them squeeze their repulsive bodies into the 
room. The best that the Jellies could hope to do was smother them. 

They would have to get out before it got too congested. 

‘Get Carter and we’ll push our way through th...” he began to instruct 
Bartlett, then noticed, appalled, that Carter was back on his feet. With 
renewed strength, Carter was grappling with the fuel core once again. 

The Space Field appeared to have decided to concentrate all its powers 
on the Eagle Pilot. 

Koenig threw himself back on Carter and dragged him clear. Too late, the 
cap sealing the fuel core rolled off and the cylinder that housed the core 
tilted precariously on the lip of the chute. One simple tilt and it would slide 
down into the waste, and trigger off the nuclear explosion that the Space 
Field was after. 

He held Carter in a lock around the throat and yelled at Bartlett who was 
staring on in confusion. ‘Help me hold him...’ He turned his head toward 
the Eagle Pilot and shouted desperately at him. ‘Alan, it’s Koenig. It’s all...’ 
But once more he was interrupted. 

A violent shaking seemed to take hold of the room. A cold, red presence 
entered it. The air burst into cold tendrils of flame. 

‘Is it too late, Koenig?’ a harsh voice sounded. The flames burnt amongst 
the Jellies. Koenig remembered the cold fire he had seen in his dream, the 
strange, visionary manifestation of the Space Field. He remembered the 
wicked, Satanic voice, mocking him. 

Bartlett snatched for his laser, but Koenig stopped him. ‘That won’t 
help,’ he said. 

The cold voice laughed hollowly. “You learn quickly, John Koenig. That 
is hopeful.’ 

‘Hopeful for whom?’ Koenig asked it, staring around him amongst the 
consuming flames as he held Carter in the strangle hold. 

‘It’s true, Jack,’ the voice of the Space Amoeba addressed itself to the 
Physicist. ‘You have been living inside an illusion... but haven’t you been 


happy?’ It’s voice took on a crooning quality, and the cold flames of hatred 
roared more fiercely round about them. ‘Happier than you’ve ever been on 
Alpha before? Living your life, re-united with your loved ones; living, as it 
were, back on Earth?’ 

Bartlett’s face changed to one of grief as the tears welled inside him at 
memory of his wife and daughter. There was no denying that he had been 
happy. 

The Space Field was trying to win by mental blackmail Koenig realized 
ironically. It had stepped in now, on the last moment, to tip the scales in its 
favour. 

Carter struggled violently in his grasp, but he held him firm. He turned to 
Bartlett, to counter the Space Field’s seductive argument. ‘It’s true what the 
voice says... but it’s not real. You’ve been living in a dream, not a reality.’ 

The Space Amoeba replied, sonorously, persuasively, before Bartlett had 
the chance to. ‘Isn’t it better to live in a dream of happiness than to face a 
reality which you hate? Can you really face living out your lives, growing 
old and dying on this piece of debris?’ 

The voice seemed to grow weaker. The flames that a moment ago had 
roared so furiously, lessened, and the Jelly Beings had ceased their 
slithering and were standing motionlssly again. 

Koenig sensed that they were on the edge of victory... if only they could 
hold out. Despite the radiation, the Space Field’s power was still on the 
wane. He pleaded firmly with the physicist. 

‘Bartlett, help me...’ But, already confused, Bartlett was now completely 
incapable of making a decision and simply stood with his head hung low, 
sobbing for all his worth. He grew impatient with him, and shouted: ‘How 
long would a dream have lasted? As soon as that nuclear waste was 
triggered, all human life on the Moon would have been wiped out.’ 

‘““How long” is a meaningless term,’ the Space Amoeba cut in. ‘Time is 
relative. A butterfly lives a gloriously full life in a day; a single-celled 
organism in a micro-second. So long as one is fulfilled. Time is irrelevant.’ 

The grip Koenig held on Carter became unbearable to maintain. His arm 
ached, and he grew giddy with fatigue. He clung grimly on. He tried to 
order his mind, to counter the line of argument. But the Space Field 
continued with it itself. 


Its voice grew weaker, also. A note of desperation had crept into it, and 
now it seemed to address them all. 

‘We can offer the people of Alpha a complete life — as it would be with 
your loved ones in your own homes on Earth, with this great improvement; 
that it would be a perfected life, a life as you would have wanted it in your 
fondest wishes, free of all flaws and blemishes.’ 

‘But it wouldn’t be real!’ Koenig cried savagely. 

‘What is reality?’ the Space Amoeba asked, provoking Bartlett to 
thought. ‘A knowledge of bliss!’ it answered itself. ‘A life without pain or 
sorrow, without fear or loss — this is what I offer!’ 

Koenig shook himself, clearing his head of the dying, seduc. tive voice. 
The intense psychic waves of pleasure that were present in the room were 
starting to affect him. “The life you offer us would be a fleeting illusion...’ 
he accused the Space Field. 

Carter broke free. 

With a snarl the Pilot launched himself at the cylinder projecting from the 
waste shute. Koenig tripped him up — and inadvertently sent his body flying 
into it. 

A wave of horror swept through Koenig as the body of the spaceman 
impacted with the cylinder. The sudden shock of impending doom served 
also to bring Bartlett to his senses once more. Through his glazed senses of 
confusion, he had seen everything. 

The two men reacted fast, moving through the icy, swirling flames 
towards where Carter was slumped. They dragged the body clear, expecting 
to see the cylinder gone and the chute empty. Instead, they saw that by a 
freak chance the force of the Eagle Pilot’s body had jammed the cylinder 
against the back of the curved maw leading to the waste. 

They heaved a sigh of relief and tried to pull the fuel core out. But for the 
moment it was well and truly — and safely —wedged. 

As they toiled the psychic flames burst suddenly, brilliantly all around 
them. The Dome trembled violently, and a loud cry of rage and despair 
echoed chillingly about it. 

It was the moan of one who, suddenly, and unwillingly, confronted 
Death. 

But from out of the chaos of the disintegrating forces that had held the 
aged Space Amoeba together came not the an guished voice they had 


expected, but a controlled, proud voice, tinged only slightly with the 
bitterness that it must have felt: ‘You are a truly primitive organism, 
Commander. You can have no conception of what you have destroyed... of 
how long I have lived, of the power I have had. I could have given you an 
eternity of happiness in an instant of time. Now your life will be what the 
life of your species has always been — nasty, brutish and futile.’ 

Aghast, the Alphans stopped what they were doing and turned to face the 
centre of the fire vision. 

Its flames were writhing randomly and passionately. It was consuming 
itself with the last reserves of its energy. 

Then voice, flames and Jelly Beings died away into the emptiness 
forever. 

THE END 


